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TO HER 


M A D 4 M, 
WINCE Il am allaed 


w the Honour and 
= | Privilege of ſo eaſy 2 
| Acceſs to Your Royal High- "i 

A 4 neſs I 


- DEDICATION. 
neſs, I dare fay, 


nate. 


Your Royal Highneſs, 


who feels for every one, has 
lately been the mournfulOc- 
caſion of a like Senfibility 


in 


I ſhall not 
be the worſe received for 
bringing C Ovid along with 
me. He comes from Ba- 
niſhment to the Fautreſs of 
Liberty; from the barbarous 
to the polite; and has this 
to recommend him, Which 
never fails with a Clemency y 
like Your's; he is unfortu- 


N ; ; MT. * — — . aA 
ee EE PTE * | 


W e eee ee e 
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in many others. Scarce an 


DEDICATION. 


Eye, that did not tell the 


Danger You were in: even 
Parties, tho' different in Prin- 


ciples, united at that Time 


in their Grief, and affection- 


ate Concern, for an Event 


of ſo much Conſequence to 


the 1 ntereſt of Humanity N 


and Virtue; whilſt Vourſelf 


was the only Perſon, then, 
f unmoved. 1 


* was remarkable, That 


She, who, with * Manner 
moſt engaging, taught the 


3 1nno- 


DEDICATION. 
innocent Pleaſures to ap- 
pear more deſirable, than 
the criminal; who was eve- 
ry Day- the Life ' of ſome 
new agreeable Diverſion, 


ſnould behave Herſelf, up- 
on that cruel Trial, with a 
E Fre. 


that thoſe who were Wit- 


neſſes might have imagined, 15 
She ſcarce ever had done 


any thing, but i how : 


-  to.he. 


It is the preateſ Happi- 
neſs can attend an Age un- 


A 
4 
f ”- 
4 
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deer a long Depravation of 
Mäorals, to be bleſt with Ex- 
amples, where Virtue is ſet 
off by the Advantage of 
Birth. Such Qualifica- 
| tions, when united, do not 
| only perſuade an Imitation, 
| but command it. Humane 
Nature is always more-af- 
fected by what it ſees, than 
| what it hears of; and as 
thoſe Ideas, which enter by IJ 
the Eye, find the ſureſt Paſ- 
ſage t to the Heart; ſo the 
more the Object, whatgres ” 
TY it 


DEDICATION. 

it be, ſeems deſirable to the 
one, the longer it continues 
in the other. 


10 Ther e are Perfections ſo 
ſhining, that one muſt be 
the very, worſt of Mortals, 


or the very beſt, not to ad- 


mire in all thoſe, who poſ- 

ſedſs them. To be bleſt with 

| a Diſpoſition to Charity, not 
confined by any other Li- 
mits, than the Modeſty of 
thoſe who aſk it: to know, 

and be ready to excuſe 

Faults; yet, lo ſtrict i in Life, 


as 


| 


DEDICATION. 
as not to want the like In- 
dulgence; to have a Supe- 
riority of Genius capable of 
judging of the higheſt At- 
fairs, and an Application 
| fo obſervant, as to penetrate 
into the moſt minute; to be 
: eaſy to lay down Graber 
upon familiar Occafions, and 

diſcerning to take it up, 
when Dignity of Station re- | 


| quires; to know the politer 


| Languages of the preſent | 
Age, as a Native, and the 
, greater Occurr ences and Pe- 
riods 


DEDICATION 


riods of the paſt, as an Hiſ- 


torian, make up a Character, 
which 1s ſo obvious, that 


every one will know where 
to apply it, except the Per- 


ſon, whole it really is: and 


if in this Your Royal High- 


| neſs beat a Loſs, I think it 


is the only Thing within 


You are ignorant of. 


the Province of your Sex 


1 ſhall take up no more 
of Vour Time in this Dedi- 
cation; becauſe, to do every 
m_ that may be moſt ac- 
Z . ceptable 


. Caddo 


DE DIOATION. 
ceptable to You, ſhall al- 
ways be the Endeavour of, 


MADAM, 
Your Rov Al. Hicuness's | 
moſt Humble, 


and moft Obedient Servant, 


TITTY 


ing nne 
tas 


1 * * 


* 
7 Nat 
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fectations. After which I ſhall proceed to 


PREFACE. | 


NE Method I propoſe in writ- 
57. 24 ing this Preface, is to take No- 

| | 
_ of the Metamorphoſes, and alfo 
of the Faults and particular Af- 


hint at ſome Rules for Tranſlation in gene- 


Tal ; and ſhall give a ſhort Account of the 
following Verſion.. : 


I ſhall not pretend to impoſe my Opi- 


nion on others with the magiſterial Au- 


thority of a Critic ; but only take the Li- 
berty of diſcovering my own Taſte. I 
| ſhall endeavour to ſhow our Poet's Re- 


dundance of Wit, J uſtneſs of Compari- 


ſons, Elegance of Deſcriptions, and pecu- 
| liar Delicacy in touching every Circum- 
ſtance relating to the Paſſions and Aﬀec- 
tions; and with the ſame Impartiality and 
Frankneſs, I ſhall confeſs the too frequent 


Puerili- 


tice of ſome of the Beauties 


lig P RECEDæ FACE. 


Pperilittes of his luxuriant Fancy, c the 
too great Negligence of his ſometimes un- 
laboured Verſification. 


1 am not of an Opinion, too common 


to Tranſlators, to think that one is un- 


der an Obligation to extol every thing 
he finds in the Author he undertakes: I 


am fure one is no more obliged to do 
ſo, than a Painter is to make every Face, 
that fits to him, handſome. Tis enough 


if he ſets the beſt Features he finds in 


their full, and moſt advantageous Light. 
But if the Poet has private Deformities, 


though Good-breeding will not allow to 
expoſe him naked, yet ſurely there can be 
no Reaſon to recommend him as the moſt 


finiſhed Model of Harmony and Proportion. 


Mhaerer has this undiſtinguiſing com- 

plaiſance, will not fail to vitiate the Taſte 
of the Readers, and miſguide many of them 

in their Judgment, where to approve, and 


N where to cenſure. 


It muſt be granted, that where there 
appears an infinite Variety of inimitable 
Excellencies, it would be too harſh, and 
diſingenuous to be ſevere on ſuch Faults, 
as have eſcaped rather through Want of 


Leiſure, and Opportunity to correct, than 
| through the e erroneous Turn of a deprav ed 


Judg- 
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judgment. How ſenſible Ovid himſelf was 

of the Uncorrectneſs of the Metamorphoſes, 
appears from theſe Lines prefixed betore 
ſome of the Editions by the Care of his Com- 
mentators. CH, N 


Orba parente ſus quicungue Volumina tangis, 


1k is ſaltem veſtra detur in urbe locus, 
„AQuogue magis faveas; non ſunt hac edita ab Illo. 
} Sed guaſi de domini funere rapta ſui 


Quicguid in his igitur vitis rude carmen habebit, 
_ Emenaaturus, ff licuiſſet, erat. Triſt. El. vi. 


Since therefore the Readers are not ſo- 
lemnly invited to an Entertainment, but 
come accidentally ; they ought to be con- 
tented with what they find: and pray what 
have they to complain of, but too great Va- 
riety? Where, though ſome of the Diſhes 
A be not "ſerved in the exacteſt Order and 
Politeneſs, but haſhed up in Haſte; there 
are a great many accommodated to every 
JJ AE 3 


I To like every thing, ſhows too little 
1 Delicacy ; and to like nothing, too much 
Difficulty, So great is the Variety of this 
2 Poem, that the Reader, who is never 
Pleaſed, will appear as monſtrous, as he 
3} that is always fo. Here are the Hurries of 


Battles - 


iv PREFACE. 

Battles for the Hero, tender Emotions of 
Soul for the Lover, a Search and Penetra- 
tion into Nature for the Philoſopher, Flu- 
ency of Numbers, and moſt expreſſive Fi- 
gures for the Poet, Morals for the Serious, 
and Pleaſantries for Admirers of Points of 


*Tis certain a Poet is more to be ſuſ- 
pected for ſaying too much, than too little. 
To add, is often hazardous; but to retrench, 
commonly judicious. If our Author, in- 
| Read of faying all he could, had only ſaid 
all he ſhould; Daphne had done well to fly 


from the God of Wit, in order to crown 


his Poet: thus Ovid had been more honoured 
his Triumphs. 5 + ove +. 0 


| I thall-now attempt to give ſome Inſtan- 


ces of the Happineſs, and vaſt Extent of our | 
Author's Imagination. I ſhall not proceed 


according to the Order of the Poem, but 
rather tranſcribe ſome Lines here and there, 
as my Reflection ſhall ſuggeſt 


Nec dn 6 pendebat in are tells 
"4:4 E fulr— 


Thus was the State of Nature before 
the Creation: And here it is obvious, 
that Ovid had a diſcerning Notion of the 

. = Gra- 


Gravitation of Bodies. Tis now demon- 
ſtrated, that every Part of Matter tends 
to every Part of Matter with a Force, 
which is always in a direct fimple Pro- 
portion of the Quantity of the Matter, and 
an inverſe duplicate Proportion of the Diſ- 
tance ; which Tendency, or Gravitating, is 
conſtant and univerſal. This Power, what- 
ever it be, acting always proportionably to 
the ſolid Content . of Bodies, and never in 
any Proportion to their Superficies, cannot 
be explained by any material Impulſe; for 
the Laws of Impulſe are phyfically neceſlary : 


there can be no abregu˙, or arbitrary 


Principle, in meer Matter ; its Parts can- 
not move, unleſs they be moved, and can- 
not do otherwiſe, when preſſed upen by 
other Parts in Motion; and therefore tis 
evident from the following Lines, that Ovid 
ſtrictly adhered to the Opinion of the moſt 
difcerning Philoſophers, who taught that all 
Things were formed by a wiſe and intelli- 
gent Mind, SAY N 


Juſſt & extends campos ſubſidere valles, 
Fronde tegi ſylvas es fe. 


8 the Hebrew Law-giver is 


not more ſublime, than the Juſfit of the 


vi PNF A CAE. 
Latin Poet, who — on in the ſame cles 
vated and Philoſop al yon 


His ſuper impoſuit, Iiquidum E gravitate carentem | 


| Ather — — 


Here Gy Author ſpreads a thin Veil of 


Ather over his infant Creation; and though 
bis aſſerting the upper Region to be void of 


Gravitation, may not, in a mathematical 
Rigour, be true; yet 'tis found from the 
natural Enquiries made ſince, and eſpecially 
from the learned Dr. Halh's Diſcourſe on the 
Barometer, that if, on the Surface of the 
Earth, an Inch: af Quickſilver in the Tube 
be equal to a Cylinder of Air of 300 Feet, 
it will be at a Mile's Height equal to a Cy- 
linder of Air of 2700000: and therefore 
the Ait at ſo great a Diſtance from the Earth, 


- muſt be rarified to ſo great a Degree, that 


the Space it fills muſt bear a very ſmall Pro- 
portion- to that which 1s entirely void of 


| Matter. 


I think we may be confident, from what 
already appears, as well as from what our 
Author has writ on the Roman Feaſts, that 
be could not be totally ignorant of Aſtro- 
nomy. Some of the Criticks would inſi- 
nuate, from the follow! ing Lines, that be 

miſtook 
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goes by either Motion more Northward, or 


the Aquator, or a Circle parallel to it, and 
not round the other Oblique one of the 
_ Ecliptick : a Degree of which, and that by 


2 obliged to go in that Length of Time. 


Les es bi > 


though that Science was far from being neg- 
lected in former Ages, yet the Progreſs 


| Penetrating, deſcribes the Sun ſcarce bigger, 
than he appears to the Ev 


PREFACE. wi 
miſtook the annual Motion of the Sun for 
the Diurnal. 


Sectus in obligquum——— Mer. B. 2. 


Though the Sun be always in one or 
other of the Signs of the Zogtack, and never 
Southward, than is here deſcribed ; yet Pha- 


cton being defigned to drive the Chariot but 
one Day, ought to have been directed in 


a Motion contrary to the Diurnal, he was 


1 am inclined to think that Ovid had ſo 
great an Attention to poetical Embelliſh- 
ments, that he voluntarily declined a ſtrict 
Obſervance of any aſtronomical Syſtem. For 


which was made in it, by no Means equalled 
that of Our preſent Time. | 7 8 


Luaucretius, though in other Things moſt 


-: Nec 


M PRERACE. 


Nec nimio ſolis major rota, nec minor ardor 


Eſſe poteſt, noſtris quam ſenſibus eſſe videtur. 


And Homer, imagining the Seats of the 


Gods above the fixed Stars, repreſents 
the falling of Yulcan from thence to the 


Ifle of Lemnos, to continue during a whole 
Day. 


Hav 73 Jag @epdueny, 2 7 ned raraduiſi 
Karree, £v Autre — 


The Greek Poet pays to give * 


ſurpriſing Idea of the Height of the ce- 


leſtial Manſions: but if the Computation 


of a modern Aſtronomer be true, they are 
at ſo much a greater Diſtance, that Ful- 


can would have been more Years in tailing, - 


than he Was Minutes. 


But left I ſhould exceed the uſual Length 


of a Preface, I ſhall now give ſome In- 
ſtances of the Propriety of our Author's Si- 


milies and Epithets, the Perſpicuity of his 


Allegories, the inſtructive Excellence of the 


Morals, the peculiar happy Turn of his 


Fancy; and ſhall begin with the — 
of his e. 


I .- m mꝶm̃ ] můũn we ⁰⁰rri·⁰ eee eee een 


. 2 


4 0 
bx 

* 
7 
£ 

. * 
2 

3 

ro 


FRE EI TIO Ii ee EL ̃ di ꝗ EG 


| Mollia fecure peragebant otia genter.. 4; 
Ipiſa quoque immunis raſtrogue intucta, nec ulli 
Suucia vameribus, per ſe dabat omnia tellus. 
Contaniigue cibis, nullo cogente, creatis, 
Afrbuteos ftus, montanague fraga legebant, 
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nn Aa Gidis Netns evalat als, 
Terribilem piced teus caligine vultam. 


i 


Barba gravis aimbii, canis fluit unda-copillis, 
Fronte ſedent nebules, rorant penneque, fmuſque , 


* - , - — — — — — — — — ” = — — 


1 ſegetes, & deplorata cus ; 
Vota * longique labor perit irritus anni. ; 
Met. R. 2. 


Theſe Lines introduce thoſe of the Deluge, 


which are alſo very poetical, and worthy to 


be compared with the next, A om 4 


Golden Age. 


— miles uſu 


Et que deciderant patuld Fovis arbore glandes, 
Ver trat æternum, placidique tepentibus auris 


 Mulcebant Z ephyri natos fine ſemine * 8 


vi has alſo touched upon che fame 


5 1 in the = of the Second 'Geors | 


Me 1 A 


een 
Aureus banc vitam. in terris Saturnus eber, 


Nec dum etiam audierunt inflari claſſica, nec dum 
Impofites * * incudibus enſes. 


And again, | 


4 - — — — Py 


Primus ab etherio venit Saturnus Olympo 
Aurea, que perhbibent, illo ſub rege fuerunt 
8 ccula. 75 n t in pace regebat. 
En. I. 8. I, 319. 
Some of the -Lines, a little foreign to the 
preſent Subject, are omitted; but I ſhall 
make the moſt admirable Author amends by 


tranſcribing at length his next Deſcription. 


Tis of a Stag, which gave the firſt Occa- 


| fion to the War betwixt the Trojans and 
the Rutulians : I cbuſe this, becauſe my De- 


ſign is to have theſe two great Poets ſeen 
together, where the Subject happens to be 


| almoſt the ſame, though the Nature of he |; 


Poems be very different. 


** erat forms alen, & cornibus i ingens, - 
 Thrrheide pueri, quem matris ab ubere raptum 


; | Nutribant, Tyrrheuſque pater, cui regia Parent 


Armenta, & late cuſtodia credita campi. 


4 - 7 S I HIG- T2 


wen. 


e 
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Aſuetum 1 


AA 4 
Aſſuetum imperiis ſoror omni Sylvia curd 
Mollibus intexens ornabat cornua ſertis : 
Pectebatgu⸗ ferum, puroque jn fonte lavabat. 
Ille manimm patient, menſeque Mretus * 
Errabat lui 
Kn. B. 7-1. 483 Zo 


The Image which Ovid gives of the fa- 
vourite Stag flain accidentally by Opariſſus, 
ces not of leſs Dignity. 


Ingens cervus is erat, latique patentibus abes | 

Ipſe ſuo capiti prebebat cornibus umbras : 
Cornua fulgebant auro, demiſſaque in arms 
Pendebant tereti gemmata monilia coll. 
Bulla ſuper frontem parvis argentaa loris 
Vinca movebatur : pariligue ex ære nitebant 
Auribus in geminis circum cava tempora bacca. 
Iſtue metu vacuus, naturalique pavore 

Depoſito celebrare domas, mulcendague colla 
Ruamlibet ignotis manibus præbere ſalebat. 


Gratus erat Cypariſſe tibi. Tu pabula ceruum 
Ad nova, tu liquidi ducebas fontis ad undam. 
Tu mods texebas varios per cornua flores : 

Nunc, eques in tergo refidens, huc latus & lune 


Mollia purp ureis F ora . 
B 2 


- 2 Ap tus Prnei geniteris ad n 
* 3 
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In the following Lines, Ovid deſcribes 
the watery Court of the River Penevs, which 


the Reader may compare with Virgil ſub- 
terranean Grot of rene — * Mother 


o Arifteus. 


E „ nemus 838 prærupta quod undigue claudit 


Vylva : vocant Tempe; per que Penius ab imo © 


Effuſus Pindo ſpumafis voluitar undis : 


Dejeftuque gravi tenues agitantia fumos 
Nubila conducit, ſummaſque ee 

Impluit; & fonitu plus quam vicina 

Heæc domus, he ſedes, hac ſunt pendtfalia dings 


* = - on of - 


Ammnis in hoc refidens fatto de cautibus antro. 
Undis jura dabat, Nympbiſque colentibus undas. 


Conveniunt illuc pepularia flumina primum; 1 


Neſaa gratentur, confolenturv# parentem. 


Populifer Bþerchios, & irreguietus Eni peus, 


Mpidanuſque ſeneæ, leni ſus Amphryſos, & Ras. 


Aorgue anines alli, qui, qua tulit impetus illos, 
e in mare dcducunt * erroribus undas. © 


— lacus 3 3 ſonantes, 


3 * a 
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That ; & ingenti motu ſlupefactus aquaruin, 
Omnia ſub magni lahentia_flaminaterrs 
Spectabat diverſa locis, Phaſimque, Lycumque, 


Et caput, und altus primum ſe erumpit Enipens, 


Unde pater Tiberinus, & unde Aniena fluenta, 


Et gemina auratus taurino cornua vultu 
| Eridanus, quo non alius per pinguia cubra 


In mare * violentior influit amnis. 


S. B. 4. 


The Divine Poet goes on in Pomp of 
Numbers, and eaſy Magnificence of Words, 4 


till he introduces the Story of Orpheus an 
_ Earydice ; in the Narration = which, he is 
as much ſuperior: to Ovid; as the Reeds of 


his own Mantuan Shepherds are es * 


cal, than the 1175 of C beus. 


That I'ma gt be too logg on this Ar- 4 


bees recommend to the Reader, 
admirable Deſcription of Sleep, 


= — Ef prope Cimmeriag— Miet. >. 1. 
19 That of Hun ger, 


— ER heus extremit 01 B. b. 


That of the Plague, 
FP. — Dire 8 * . 


FS FO 


av PR EF ACE. 
That of Fame, 
— Orbe locus medio _—_ B. 12, 


Virgil has alſo touched on the two laſt; ; in 


the one he had Lucretius in View; in the 
other Homer : and I think it will not be to 
the Diſadvantage of our Author ro appear {| 


at the ſame Time. 


There ate many other Deſcriptions ſcat- 
tered in the Metamorphoſes, which for juſt 
Expreſſion of Nature, and majeſtick Modu- 

lation of Words, are only inferior to thoſe 
already tranſcribed, as they are ſhorter ; 


which makes the ObjeCtion, that his Dic- 
tion is commonly lottering ii into Proſe, a great | 


der too ſevere. Wis 


» 


The 8 1 hs — as 
Is obſerved before, very uncorre& ; and Vir- 
Ps Works as finiſhed : though his own 
odeſty would not allow the Eneids to be 


ſo. It ſeems it was harder for him to pleaſe 


hitmſelf than his Readers. His Judgment 


was certainly great, nor was his Vivacity of 


Imagination leſs; for the firſt without the 
laſt is too heavy, and like a Dreſs without 
. Fancy; and the laſt without the. firſt 1 is £00 


gay, and but all 1 


Our Author's Sümiliundes are next to be 
obfidered, which are "ous remarkably. 


ſhort, 


* K 8 
„„ „„ ANDRES TO LET. 


* 1 . IE W 
: 8 , A : „ Re 8 2 25 "rw a. OO 
pate eee ee eee canon 8 


"i ay * 8 N 2 II £ e a a 1 1 
0 * . 1 — * 7 6: bv . ” N — 0 
TRI , = U 5 1 2 8 e 2 
1 3 _—_y tins. as * — 


e eee eee ee 54.7 4 4 


PREFACE. xv 
ſhort, and convey ſome pleaſing Idea to the 


Imagination. Tis in this Branch of the Po- 
em that he has diſcovered as juſt a Judgment 


as any of the Claſſicks whatever. Poets, to 


give a Looſe to a warm Fancy, are generally 
too apt, not only to expatiate in their Simi- 
lies, but introduce them too frequently; ; by 
doing the firſt, they detain the Attention too 
long from the principal Narration; and by 
the latter, they make too frequent Breaches 


in the Unity of the Poem. 


Theſe two Errors Ovid has moſt A diſecrning- 


ly avoided. How ſhort, and ſignificant are 
generally his Compariſons !* he fails not, in 


| theſe, to keep a ſtiff Rein on a bigh. mettled 
Pegaſus; and takes care not to ſurfeit here, 


as he had done on other Heads, Dy mt an erro- 
neous Abundance. Naa estes | ki 
1 


His dailies are thicker 1 by * hs 


the Fable of Salmacis and. Hermaphroditus, 
than 1 in any other Book, but always hort. 


The Nymph claſps the Youth cloſe to her 


Breaſt, and both lenfibly — one. 


lui fi qu 5 quis condudto cortice ram: \ 
e Jungi, RAP * cernat. 
5 Met. * * 


299 : 
8 * 


— 
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Again; as Atalanta reddens in the Ract 
vun Hipponenes | | 


** puellari corpus candere ruborem 
Traxerat : baud aliter quam cum fuper atria velum 
— Nor ſemulatar inficit umbras. 


Met. B. 10. | 
 Philomiela's We ſeemed to move after 


it was cut out by Tereus. 


Digue ſalire mutilate cauda colubre, 
1 — Met. B. 6. 


Cadmus bn the Dra 


Bots of the Earth riſe gradually, | 


"labs, fide dan gets cepire moveri 
Primague de fulcis acies apparuit has; 
Tamina mor capitum picto nutantia con, 

Mor bannri, grituſpue—— 

Sie abi tolluntur feftis aulza thentri 
Sar geve fun ſent; primumue offenitere vam, 
 Catera paulatim, placidogue educta tenore 
Tits — ow 1 in 8 margine penunt. 3 

Miet. B. 3 Y 


The Otzjection to Ovid, that be never 


| knows When tb give over, is too manifeſt. 
Tough he frequently expatiates on the ſame 
Thought, in different W orgs ; yet in his 
Similies. 


gon's s Teeth, and the 


2 r — 


e J 8 
2 — 


the Poet be juſtly celebrated for a malt 


Similies, that aches is oY There 
is in them all a Simplicity, and a Conſine- 
ment to the preſent Object ; ; always a. Fe- 


cundity of Fancy, but rarely an Intempe- 


rance: nor do I remember he has erred 


above once by an ill- judged Superſluity. 
After he has deſcribed the Labyrinth built 


by Dedalss, he compares it thus, 


Non focus ac liquidus Pbrygiis Anek in arvis. 
Ludit, & ambigus lapſu refluitque, fluitque 5, 

Et nunc ad fontes, nunc ad mare verſus apertum 
- Incertas euercet aquas———— Met. B. 8. 


He ſhould have ended at the Cloſe of the 


ſecond Line, as Virgil ſhould have done at 


the End of the fourth in his noble Simile, 


where Dido proceeds to the Temple with = 
her Court about her. 


Qualis in  Burote ripis, aut . juga Cynthi: 


Exercet Diana.choros, quam mille ſects 


| Hinc, atque hinc glemerantur Oreddes, illa pharetram | 


Fert humero, gradienſue deus ſuperrminet mes: 2 
Latons fagitum — gau pettus. 


* 4 
A ſe no "PH for the l : The? ; 


B 5 confurts 
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- conſummate Judgment, yet by an Endeavour 


to imitate Homer's Similies, he is not only 


very long, but by introducing ſeveral Cir- 
cumſtances, he fails of an applicable Rela- 
tion betwixt the principal Subject and his 


new Ideas. He ſometimes thinks fit to wor 


into- the Piece ſome differing Embroidery, 
which, though very rich, yet makes at beſt 
but glorious Patch-work. I really believe 
his excellent Poem had not been the leſs fo, 
if, in this Article, he bad thought fit to have 


| . 


| Tfhall unaferide 6 one of Bis Smilies, which 
is not. culled out, but. exactly of the fame 
Texture with all the reſt in the four laſt 


Books of the AEneids. 
vm eps in Fury from his . 


1 '#e 1 montis faxum a vertice precehs 
Cum ruit avulſum vento, ſeu turbidus imber 
Proluit, aut annis ſolvit ſublapſa vetuſtas, 
Fertur in abruptum magno mons improbus atlu, 


_ Exultatque ſalo, fylvas, armenta, viroſque _ 


1 


walked on in his own regular and majeſtick 
Grace, rather than have been hurried for- 
ward through broken Bre- ways 17 his blind 


5 _ 4 2 — 20 * P a s 4 1 
PF! FhÄ ·mͥ .;; ½mu:ô UL —— — | * 


Auolvms ſecum En. B. 12.1. 684; - 
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 Peoſtibus Auguſtis eadem fidiſſima cuſtos n- 
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It does not ſeem to be at all material 
whether the Rock was blown, or waſhed. 
down by Wig or Rain, or undermined by. 


Time. 


But to return to Ovid; the Reader may 


take Notice how unforced his Compliments, 


and how natural his Tranfitions generally 


are. With how much Eaſe does he ſlide 


into ſome new Circumſtance, without any 


Violation of the Unity of the Story. The 
Texture is ſo artful, that it may be com- 


pared to the Work of his own  Arachne, 


where the Shade dies ſo gradually, and the 
Light revives ſo imperceptibly, that it is 


hard to tell where the one _ and the 
other begins. 


When he is going off from the r of i 
Apollo and Daphne ; how happily does he 


introduce a Compliment to the Roman Con- 
aquerors. 


29 
* 4 ? 


Arbor eris certi— = 
Tu Ducibus . . 5, cum leta tri e 
Vor canet, & longæ viſent Capitolia pompee. ' 


Ante fores ſlabis; mediamgue tuchere quercum... 
Met. B. 1. 


16 He 
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He compliments Auguſtus upon the Aſſaſ- 
ſwation of Julius; and, by way of Simile, 


k pg: Opportunity from the Horror chat 
0 Lytaon gave. PET wr 


ic cum manu impia ſcrvit 
Bangujne Caſareo Romanum extinguere nomen, &c. 


. adopted. Son. 


Ae videns benefatta, fatetur 
. * * & vinci gandet ab ils. 
. i Met. B. 15. 


And imme follows, 


— fue preferri quamguam vetat 45 poternis; : 
| Libera ſama tamen, nullifque ebnoxia fals 
A — 38 


es in lb 
the affectionate Condeſcenſion of the Father 
in the chree laſt, the — Gratitude of the 


Son. 


| The 1 to Auguſtus are very 


frequent in the laſt Book of the Metamor- 
y — as thoſe to the ſame * are * | 


Julius is deify'd, and looks down on his 


e 


i eee 


7 Pignora certa a huis; ; do pigners certa timendo. 
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the Georgicks of Virgil, which alſo ſtrike the 
Imagination by their agreeable Flattery. 


Hec ſuper arvorum cultu, pecorumgue canebam, 

Er ſuper arboribus ; Ceſar dum magnus ad altum 
| Fulminat Euphratem bello, viftorque volentes 
Per popules dat jura, viamgue aſfectat Op. 


8. I. 
Again on guts 
Imperium Oceano, Jamam qui terminet aftris 
Julius e | = En. B. 7. 


The Compliments have a great Sublimity, 


and are worthy of the Grandeur of the He- 


toes, and the Wit of the Poet. 
Ovid us much deſerves Praiſe for ay e 


great deal in a little, as Cenſure for ſaying 


a little in a great deal. None of the Claffick 
Poets had the Talent of exprefling himſelf 


with more Force, and r 


5 Phaeton defires ſome Pledge of his Father” E 
Tenderneſs, and aſks to be truſted with his 
| Chariot. He anſwers, | - 


Met, B. My 


How- 
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However, the latter com plies with his 
Importunity; the Conſequence is fatal, the 
World is ſet on Fire, even the Rivers feel 


the Force of the Conflagration. The 7. agus | 
boils, 


Hui: u, aurum. 
| The Nile retreats, = | 
Occulzitque caput, qued adhue late. i i 


 Zanthus is parched up, 


4 wruſque iterum Z 1b 


The Poet's Fancy i is loan full of Energy, as 
well as in the following Lines. Apollo courts 


Daphne, and promiſes himſelf Succeſs, but 
is diſappointed. 21 


2 eupit, heret fone! illum o fall, | 
And again, 
The River Achelous 3 F and : 
| aſſumes ſeveral Shapes in vain, then puts on 
at laſt that of a Snake; the Heroe — in 
| Commer. PEE 


ce 21 labor ft angues fo perare mearum. 


Ovid. 
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| Ovid nevet excels himſelf fo much as 
1 when he takes ni to touch upon the 


572 


ſtruments tel Cnifons, i if a — of any 
one of them be ſtruck, the reſt by confent vi 
brate. 


Procris is jealous of Cephalus ; - ſhe Ander 
vours to be confirmed 1 in her Fears, but OD | 
the contrary, ; 


— miſerrima Fall.. | 
. The next is not leſs natural, * 
—8.L% cuncta timemus amantes. Th 


Biblis is in love wich C The aug 


gle is betwixt her unlawful Flame and * 
Honour. | 


She's all Confuſion at the Thoughts of 
Wee her Paſhon— 3 


— - miſerere fatentis amorem. 
She atrempts to write, 


Ii pit & dubitat : ſcribit, * REFER * 
Et notat, & dolet : mutat, culpatque, probatque. 
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In the End, Inclination, as it does ur 
= gets the better of Diſcretion, _ 


©" This laſt Fable bers bow roulhingly 
det argues in Love Affairs, as well 
28 thoſe of Ades and Solla, The two 
laſt are left by their Heroes, and their Re- 
flections are very natural and affecting. 
Ovid ſeemed here to have had Firgils Pai | 

n of. Dido in his Eye, but with this Dif- 
ference; the one had converſed much with 
Ladies, and knew they loved to talk a 
great deal: the other confider'd no leſs, 
what was natural for them to fay, than what 


| became them to. * 


Virgil has, throug A the whole Manage- 5 
ment of this — diſcovered a 
 moſt-finiſhed judgment. Aneas, like other 


Men, kes for Convenience, and leaves fos | 


eater, Dido, like other Ladies, reſents the 
eglect, enumerates the Obligations the 


Lover is under, upbraids him with Ingra- 


ntude, threatens him wit! Revenge, then 
by and by ſubmits, begs for — 
and has Recourſe to. Tears. 


It appears from this Piece, chat Fit pil : 
Was a diſcerning Maſter in the Paſſion ot 
Love: and they that conſidet the mm _ 


2 meer off demum, nec frugum munere dignus 
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and Turn of that inimitable Line 
Qui Bavium non odit cannot doubt but | 
he had an equal Talent for Satyr. 


Nor don the Genius of Ovid more exert 
on the Subject of Love, than on all others. 
In the Contention of Aiax, Ulyſſes's Elocu- 
tion is moſt nervous and perſuading. Where 
he endeavours to diſſuade NN 
ind carnivorous Appetites in 'ytha- 

a how e in his 
Reaſoning! : 


Quid merutre bover, animal fine fraude, dalifgues.... 
Innecuum, /implex, natum tolerare labores ? . 


gu 
Dui poiuit curvi dempto mod ponders aratrs _ 
Ruricolam magare funm—— Met. B. 15. 


5 think Agricolam had been "HGH but the > 
| Authority of Manuſcripts Goes not warrant 
| that Emendation, 


Through the whole Texture of this Work, 
Ovid diſcovers the higheſt Humanity, and a 
molt exceeding good Nature. The Virtuous 
in Diſtreſs are always his Concern; and his 

Wit contrives to give them an n Iramortaity 
with himſelf, ; 


He 
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He ſeems to have taken the moſt Pains 
in the firſt and ſecond Book of the Meta- 
morpboſes, though the thirteenth abounds 
with Sentiments moſt moving, and with 
calamitous Incidents, introduced with great 
Art. The Poet had here in View, the 
Tragedy of Hecuba in Euripides; and it is 


a Wonder it has never been attempted in 


our own Tongue. The Houſe of Priam is |} 
deſtroyed, his royal Daughter a Sacrifice to 
the Manes of him that occaſioned *it. | She 

is forced from the Arms of her unhappy 
Friends, and hurried to the Altar, where | 
the behaves herſelf with Decency becom- 
ing her Sex, and a Magnanimity equal to 


| her Blood, and fo "Yu * that even 


| the Prieſt wept. : 
* etiam fen, invituſque ſucerdr & 22 
She ſhews no Concern at aj pproaching 


5 Death, but on the Account of her old, un- 
forrunate Mother. 2 


: Mors MIC SEN matrem mea fallere pofſit. 
Mater obeſt, minuitque necis mea gaudia ; quamvis 
: Non mea mors illi: verum ſua vita gemenaa gt. 


Then 
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Then begs her Body may be delivered to 
her without Ranſom, OR 


Genetrici corpus inemptum 
Reddite ; nive, aurs redimat jus trifle ſepulchri, 
Sed lacrymis : tunc, cum poterat, redimebat & aure.. 


The unhappy Queen laments, ſhe is 
not able to give ons * ate royal Bu- 


rial, 314] . e ax po , 
* 1 


* 


Non hec ft fortuna und: 


Then takes the Body it in * decre pid 
1 halts to nenne wah of the 
loo - 


W7 kes boſe proceſſit anili 


| Au, rice — 


Tbe Anina Thoughts, ne lively | 
* "of this Poem, are numerous. 
None ever painted more to the Life, 
than our Author, though ſeveral Gro. 
teſque Figures are now and then ſeen in 
the ſame Groupe. The moſt plentiful Sea- 
ſon, that gives Birth to the fineſt Flowers, 
}F .produces alſo the rankeſt Weeds. Ovid 
bas nn in one Line, the ä Fan- 
3 


he 
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cy ſometimes ; and in the Next, the pooreſt 
Affectation. 


£ | 


Venus makes Court to Adonis, 


— dee / 

Opportuna ſud blanditur Populus umbri;, 

E. requievit humo; praſſugue & 2 "bro & . a 
Met. B. 10. 1 536. 


5 Phobus — Phaeton to enn from his BE 
Requeſt, cha | 


: el, non eurribus utere uri. 


Annals in the Battle of the Onidars wounds 
Laue in ſeveral Places. Ok 0 : 


— ts e. 5988 
| Theſe are ſome of our Poet's Boyiſms. 
Fhere is another Affectation, called by-Quin- 


an 'Q$vpper, or a Witty Fally, which 


would not have appeared _ to. "_ I 
had it been leſs frequent. ”Y 


_ perſuades the De of Pelias | 
to kill their Father, in order to have his 
Wouth rene wed. She, that loves him _ 

- «„ | Tt f d 


= Br, I 


Br, ne/fit fetterata, facit ſils. ler. B. 7. 


Althea is enraged at her So Mrlrager, and 
to do Juſtice to the Manes of his Brothers, 
deſtroys him, | a 


Impictate pia efl — 


Envy enters 4 and beholds che flou- 
riſhing Condition of tae City, 


Virgue tenet lacrymas, — nil lacrymabil cernit. | 


Ovid was much too fond of ſock Wit- 
_ ticiſms, which are more to be wondered at, 
| becauſe they were not the Fafhion of that 
Age, as Puns and Quibbles are of this. 
Virgil, as I remember, is not found trifling 
in this Manner above once or twice. $ 


Deucalion vacuum lapides jactavit in 1 8 
: Unde homines u del, durim genus. bh bLa£ 6. 


! is in  Indignation at Aue upon 
his Arrival in * : 


| Num capti potuere capi ? num s incenſe e cremavit | 
Tye vin fo—— e 3 1. . 


| + £4" | - 
| as” ; 
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The Poet is ſo far from affecting this 
Sort of Wit, that he rarely ventures on ſo 
ſpirited a Turn of Fancy, as in theſe fol- 
Puig Inſtances. 1 80 


| Juno upbraids Venus and Cupid, ;ronically, 
that two Deities' could be able to get the bet- 
ter of one weak Woman. 


AMemerabile nomen, | 
Une del Diviim, i fæmina vita duorum ft. 
An. B. 4. I. 5. 


Hd going upon an 1 : 
+ expreſſes his Concern for his ſurviving 


Mother, if he ſhould fall, and recom-' 4 


mends her to the Care of DD whos an- 
x ſwers, : 


_ Shins erit fa mihi genetrix, nemengue Creuſe | 
 Solum RT. - 


S is importunate in her Solicitations 
2 Vulcan, to make Armour for her Son: 
By „ 8 


2 precands 


1 7 ribus i in Eubltare tui. | Ao. B. 7. 


At the firſt kindling of Dido-s Paſſion, he 
Fr has this moſt natural Thought, 


lum 
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—Illum abſens abſentem auditque, viditque. 


But to return to Ovid; though I cannot 
vindicate him for his Points, I ſhall endea- 
vour to mollify his Criticks, when they 
give him no Quarter for his Diction, and 
attack him ſo inflexibly for ending his 
Lines with Monoſyllables, as——f quis 
, non, Sc. and as I think he cannot 
be excus'd more advantageouſly, than by 
affirming, that where he has done it once,. 
Virgil has twenty Times. 


— — & cum | ny BE G. 1. 
— 9 | 8. 2, 
— dum : n 
— — quam | oy | En. 1. 


ian bor 3 | En. 12. 


nunc nunc - — c. 


There are a great many Endings of 
Lines in this Manner, and more indeed 
than ſeems conſiſtent with the Majeſty of 
Heroick Verſe. When Lines are deſigned 
to be ſermoni propriores, this Liberty may 


5 allowable, but not ſo when the Sub- 


| Je requires more ſonorous Numbers. -Vir- 
| gi! ſeems to endeavour to keep * _ 
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Verſification to an harmonious Dignity ; 
and therefore, when fit Words do not of- 
fer with ſome Eaſe, he will rather break off 
in an Hemiſtick, than that the Line ſhould 
be lazy and languid. He well knew, how 
eſſential it was in Poetry, to flatter the 
Ear; and at the ſame Time was ſenſible, 
that this Organ grows tired by a conſtant 
Attention to the ſame Harmony; and 
therefore he endeavoured now and then to 


relieve it by a Cadence of Pauſes, and a Va- 0 


riation af Meaſures. 5 1 
Anpbion Dirceus i in Ales drags, _ Eel, 2. 


This Line Gm not tuneful at the firſt | 
Hearing; but by Repetition, it reconciles 
itſelf, and has the ſame Effect with ſome 
Compoſitions of Muſick, which are at the 
firſt Performance tireſome, and afterward 
entertaining. 


rf» Commentators and Criticks are 
of Opinion, that whenever Virgil is leis 
muſical, it is where he endeavours at an 
Agreement of the Sound with the Senſe, 


"0 
enam bumi bos. 


-It would ſhew as LEY Singularity to 
ny this, as it does a 1 TIE 
N 
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to affirm it, becauſe it is obvious, in many 
Places he had no ſuch View. 


——Inventa ſub ilicibus ſus. En. I. i, 390. | 
ww _ Denteſque ſabellicus exatum ſus. G. 3. I. 255. 
Jan ſetis obſita, jam bos. En. 7. I. 750. 


Furor additus, inde Lupi cen, c. 


En. 11. I. 355. 


The Places which favour moſt the firſt” 
Opinion are, 


Saxa per & fabia, & "Oe convalles. 
G. 3. l. 27 * 

— exiguus MUS. 

Omaia ſub magna i habentia flumina terrd. 8. 4 


The laſt Line is the only Inſtance I re- 
member (except one in Ecl. 2.) where the 
Words terminate in the ſame Vowel, and 
ſeem to repreſent the conſtant and uniform 
Sound of a ſliding Stream. 


3 Thoſe that are moſt converſant in Claf- 

ſiek Poetry, muſt be ſenfible, that Virgil 
has been much more ſolicitous than Ovid 
to keep up his Lines to an eaſy and a mu- 


fſcal Flow ; but though the Criticks charge 
the latter with breaking through Profody 


and Grammar, and allowing himſelf too often 


the Licence of Græciſms; I take this Cen- 


ſure to be only an arrogant Pedantry in 
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the Grammarians, and groundleſs in itſelf . 


but though it were true, I dare be confident 
it is full as juſt upon Virgil. 


— ſubjungere Ti Tagres, Ecl. 5.1. 29. 
for currui, according to the Grammarians. 


- Often AdjeQtives for Adverbs; ; and the 
contrary. 1 


G. 1. Pinguia culta ; an | Adjedtve for 4 
Subſtantive. 


——Denſo diflinguere pingui ; . the ſame. 


5 Fn. 11.1. 69—Seu languentis Faacinthi firſ LY 


Foot of the Dacty! ſhort. ; 


. An. As nnn faſtidia menſes ; the Penul- 
tima of the Verb ſhort. | 


= ObRtupui ſteteruntgue comæ the 1 Obs 
f So Lucretius, Prodide unt, reciderunt, &c. 5 


G. 1. 1. 28 3.— Pampinea gravidus autumno; 
an lambick for a Spondee. . 


5 Euviorum rer Eridanus compoſque per omnes; 
an Anapeſt for a Dactyl or a Spondee. | 


Fn. 10. 1. 29. Nec « Chtio genitore minor nec 
 frarre Mueſtheo; a Trochee, unleſs the 
e 
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two Conſonants MN of the following Word 
be allow'd. 


| G. 1. l. 456. Fervere, non ils quiſquam— REY 
The Penultima commonly ſhort with Vir- 
gil, ſo fulgere Aridere, Sc. 


G. 1. J. 456—8 ne me ere ante "ApS 3 
a Græciſm. 


P 2 12. 1. 680.—Inponere Pelio Oſſam; a. 


Græciſm, where there is no Eli |. but 
the long Vowel before another made mort. 


The 1 1 and Reverend Dr. Clark has 


obſerved (as he tells me) that though there 


be ſeveral ſhort Vowels made long in Homer, 
yet there is no Inſtance on the contrary, of 

any long Vowel (ſuch as the firſt Syllable of 
Tin, UU, vixy, and the like) ever made 
ſhort, where no Vewel follows. Which 
ſhows that there is no ſuch Thing as a Poe- 
tica lic entia, properly ſo called. 


Certainly nobody can. imagine but cheſe 
two celebrated Authors underſtood their own 
Tongue, better than the ſcrupulous Gram- 
marians of After- ages, who are too dogma- 

tical, and ſelf- ſufficient, when they preſume 
to cenſure either of them for not attendin 
firitly enough to Syntax and the Meaſure of 


SS Verſe. 
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Verſe. The Lalin Tongue is a dead Lan- 


guage, and none can decide with Confi- 
dence on the Harmony or Diſſonance of the 
Numbers of theſe Times, unleſs they were 
thoroughly acquainted with their Pauſes, 
and Cadence. They. may indeed ꝓronounce 
with much more Aſſurance on their Dic- 
tion; and diſtinguiſh where they have been 
- negligent, and where more finiſhed. There 
are certainly many Lines in Ovid, where he 
has been downright lazy, and where he 
might have avoided the Appearance of 
being obviouſly fo, by a very little Appli- 
cation, In recording the Succeſſion of the 


Alban Kings thus, 


| Epitus ex ills ef, ofa hure cane, Capyſques 
Sed Cage ante uit — 


There are alſo ſeveral Lines in + gil, . 
which are- not altogether tunable to a. mo- 
dern ar, and which appear unfiniſbed, 


: Scilicet omnibus 74 3 impendendus, & omnes 


cegendæ in ſultum— 62.J. br. 
Præſertim ſi rempeftas a vertice & foi : 
Incubujt —— * 8. 2. l. 310. 


IV Quaſve referre barem P . nunc, oft omnia quando "3 
Ae animus ſupra En. 11. I. 509. 
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Ita quidem quia nota mihi tua, magne, voluntas, 


Jupiter — — — En. 12. I, 108, | 


But the Sun has its Spots; and if amongſt 
Thouſands of inimitable Lines, there ſhould 
be ſome found of an unequal Dignity with 
the reſt, nothing can be ſaid for their Vin- 

dication more, than, if they be Faults, they 
are the Faults of Vigil. 


As I ought to be on this Oecaſion an 
Advocate for Ovid, whom I think is too 
-muCch tun down at preſent by the critical 
Spirit of this Nation; J dare ſay, I cannot 
de more effectually fo, than by eomparirg 
him in many Places with his admired Cou- 
temporary Virgil; and though the laſt cer- 
tainly deſerves the Palm, I ſhall make uſe 
of Ovid's own Lines, in the Trial of 
Strength between Acheloas and Hercules, to 
ſhow | how much he is honoured by the 
Contention. 25 1 REES 


— -Von tan 6 . 
Turpe fuit vinci, guam contendiſſa decorum. 


N Met. B. q. | 


Is ſhall-finiſh my. Remarks on our Author, 
by taking Notice of the Juflneſs, and Per- 
ſpicuity of his Allegories; which ate either 
Phyſical, or natufal ; moral, or hiſtorical. 
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Of the firſt Kind is the Fable of Apollo and | 
Python ; in the Explanation of this all the |} 
Mibologiſts agree; Exhalations and Miſts, 
being the conſtant Effects of Inundations, 
are here diſſipated * the Rays of the Sun. 


Of the ſecond Kind, are Aeon torn to 
Places by his own Pack of Dogs, and Eri- | 
fithon ſtarved by the Diſeaſe of Hunger. | 
Theſe two Allegories ſeem to fignify, that 
Extravagance and Luxury end in Want. 


Of the third, is the Story of the Rape 
of Europa. Hiſtory ſays, ſhe was Daughter 
wt Agenor, and carried by the Candians inn 

2 Galley, bearing a Bull in the Stern, in 
order to be marned to one : of their ** - 


named Jupiter. . 


This Explanation gives an Occafion for 
© Digrefhon which is not altogether foreign 
to the preſent Purpoſe, becauſe it will be 
of Uſe to juſtify Ovid on ſome other Occa- 
fions, where he is cenſured for being too | 
free with the Characters of the Gods. 
Was once repreſenting the Metamorphoſes, 
as an excellent Syſtem of Morality ; but 
an illuſtrious Lady, whoſe leaſt Advantage 
above her Sex, is that of being one of the 
ge Princeſſes in Europe, objected, on 3M 
1 
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the looſe and immodeſt Sallies of Jupiter did 
by no means confirm my Aſſertion. 


One muſt confider, that what appeared 
an Abſurdity in Ovid, is not ſo much his 
"own Fault, as that of the Times before 
him. The Characters of the Gods of the 
old heroick Age repreſented them unjuſt in 
their Actions; mutable in their Deſigns ; 
partial in their Favours ; ignorant of Events; 
ſcurrilous in their Language. Some of the 
ſuperior Hierarchy treating one another with 

' injurious Brutalities, and are often guilty of 

ſuch Indecencies and Miſ-behaviour as the 
- loweſt of Mortals would bluſh to own. Ju- 
no calls Diana, the Goddeſs of Chaſtity, xvov 


4ddesg, Brazen-fac'd Bitch; Hom, II. B. 21. 


1. 481. Jupiter inſults his Daughter, the 
Goddeſs of Wiſdom, for her Raſhneſs and 


Folly ; bids is tell her, he'll maul her 


Coach-horſes for her, like a furly Bitch as 


the is; auvo)ary x; Il. B. 8. from 1. 400. 2 


10 1. 425. then threatens in another Place to 
beat his Write, that divine Vixon, the im-. 
mortal Partner of the Empyreal Throne, 
kai ( TAnynowv ⁰EM·N . II. B. 1 l. I. 17. 


The Commentators may endeavour to hide 
thoſe Abſurdities under the Veil of Allego- 
ries; but the Reader that conſiders the whole 
5 4 5 
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Texture of the Thad, will find, that the Au- 
thor's Meaning, and their Interpretation, 
-are often as unlike, as the imaginary Heroes 
of his Time are tO the real ones of ours. | 


Allegories ſhould be obvious, and not 
like Meteors in the Air, which repreſent a 
a Figure to every different Eye. No - 
they are Armies of Soldiers; now F locks of 
; EP 3 ; and by and by nothing. 


Perhaps the Criticks of a more aol : 
Taſte may diſcover ſuch Beauties in the an- 
cient Poetry, as may eſcape the Comprehen- 


ion of us Pigmies of a more limited Genius. 


They may de able to fathom the Divine 
Senſe of the Pagan Theology; whilſt we 
aim at no more than to judge of 

Common Senſe. 


It ; is, and ever will be, a Rule to a great 
many to applaud and condemn with the ge- 
neral Vogue, though never ſo ill grounded. 
The moſt are afraid of being particular; 
and rather than ſtrive againſt. T Stream, 
are proud of being in the wrong with the 
many, rather than deſirous of being in the 


right with the few: and though they. be 


| convipced of the Reaſonableneſs of diſſent- 
ing from the common Cry, yet out of a 


of a little 1 
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or Fear of *Ceiiſute, they contribute to 
Taabiin it, and thus become an wie 1k 4 


againſt others, who, in reality are but 
their own Opinion. 


Ovid was fo far from paying a blihd De- 
keene to the venerable Name of his Gre. 
cian Predeceſſor, in the Character of his 
Gods; that when Jupiter puniſhes Androme- 
da for the Crimes of her Mother, be calls 
bim ixjuſtus Ammon, Met. B. 4. and takes 
commonly an honourable Care of the De- 
corum of the Godhead, when their Actions 


are conſiſtent with the Divinity of their Cha- 
| rafter. His Allegories include ſome reli- 
|| vious or inſtructive Moral, wrapped up in 


a peculiar Perſpicuity. The Fable of Pro 
Ferpina, being ſometimes in Hell, and fome- 
times with Ceres her Mother, can fearce 
mean any thing elle than the fowing and 
coming up of Corn. The various Dreſſes 
that Vertumnus, the God of Seaſons, puts on 


un his Courtſhip of Pomons the Gatden Goa: 


5 deſs, feem plainly to expreſs the different 
and moſt proper Times for digging, plant- 
ing, pruning, and gathering the Increaſe. 


I mall be ſhorter on this Head, becauſe our 


Countryman Mr. Sands has, by a laborious” 
Search amongſt the Mythologiſts, been very 
full. He bas annexed his — to 

om . the 
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the End of each Book, which deſerve to be 
recommended to thus that are curious in 
this'figurative Learning. 


- 


The Reader cannot fail of obſerving, how 
many excellent Leſſons of Morality Gvid has 


| given us in the Courſe of his Fables. 


The Story of Deucalion and Pyrrha teaches 


chat Piety and Innocence cannot miſs of the 


divine Protection, and that the only Loſs 
irreparable is chat of our Ty and Ju- 


| tice. 


That of Phaeton ; how the too great Ten- 
derneſs of the Parent proves a Cruelty to 


the Child; and that he, who would climb 
to the Seat of Jupiter, generally meets with 


. his Bolt by the Way. 


The Tale of Roveis _ Philemon is a 


inimitably told. He omits not the minu- 
_ Neſt Circumſtance of a Cottage Life; and is 
much fuller than Virgil, where he brings in 


his contented old Man Corycius, G. 4. Ovid |} 
repreſents a good old Couple, happy, and | 


ſatisſied in a cleanly Poverty; hoſpitable, 


And free of the few Things that Fortune 
had given them; moderate in Defires ; af- 


fectionate in their conjugal Relation; ſo 


rr oi” a 
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religious in Life, that when they abſerved 
their homely Cabin riſing to a Temple, all 
the Bounty they aſked of the Gods they had 
entertzined, was, that they might do the 
Office of Prieſthood there; and at their 
Death not ſurvive one another. l 


The Stories of Lycaon and Pentheus, not 
only deter from Infidelity and Irreverence 
to the Gods; but the laſt alſo ſhews, that 
too great Zeal produces the ſame Effects as 
none at all; and that Enthufiaſm is often 
more cruel, than Atheiſm. 85 


The Story of Minos and Scylla repreſents 


the Infamy of ſelling our Country; and tea- 


ches, that even they who love the Crime 
abhor the Criminal. | 


In Cippus we find a noble Magnanimity, 
and heavenly Self-denial ; he preferred the 

| Good of the Republick to his own private 
Grandeur; and choſe, with an exemplary 


} Generofity, rather to live a private Free- man 


out of Rome, than to command Numbers of 


| Slaves in it. 


From the Story of Hercules we learn, that 
| Glory is a Lady, who, like many others, 
bpoves to have her Admirers ſuffer a great 
deal for her. The Poet enumerates the La- 
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bours of the Hero ; ſhews how he con- 
uered every Thing for others, but nothing 
or himſelf : Then does him the poetical 
Juſtice of an Apotheofis ; thinking it moſt 
fit that one who had borne the celeſtial Orbs 


on his Shoulders, ſhould have a Manſion 
g amongſt them. 


From the Aſſumption of Romulus; that 
when War is at an End, the chief Bufineſs 
of Peace ſhould be the enacting good Laws; 
that after a People are preſerv'd from the 
Enemy, the next Care ſhould be, to preſerve 


them from themſelves ; and therefore the 
beſt Legiſlators deſerve a Place . He | 


Toes and Deities, 


From Ariadne being lk deſertet | 


by Theſeus ; and generouſly received by Bac- 4 
chus; We find, that as there is nothing we 


can be ſure of, ſo there is mocking we ought 
to deſpair of. 


From Althea buroing the Brand ; _— we 
mould take Care leſt under the Notion of } 
Juſtice we ſhould do a Cruelty ; for. they 


| that are ſet upon Revenge, only endeavour 
do imitate the Injury. 


From Polyphenus making Love to Galatea, + 


one may obſerve that the moſt deformed can | 


ng , 
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find ſomething to like in their own Perſon. 
4 examines Face in the Stream, combs 

s ruful Locks with a Rake, grows more 
exact, and ſtudious of his Dreſs, and diſco- 
vers the firſt Sign of being in Love, by endea- 
vouring at a more than uſual Care to pleaſe. 


The Fable of Cephalus and Procrys con- 
firms, that every Trifle contributes to heigh- 
ten the Diſeaſe of Jealouſy ; and that the 
moſt convincing Proofs can ſcarce cure it, 


From that of Hippomenes and Atolanta we 
may diſcover, that a generous Preſent helps 
to nn as well as an agreeable Perſon. 


From Medea's flying from Pelias's Court; . 
| that the offered Favours of the impious ſhould 


be always ſuſpected; and that they, who de- 


ſign to make every one fear them, are afraid 
of every one. 


From My . , that "ne is Gunetinics ; 
hard to 24 overcome, but if the Sex once 


gets the better of it, it gives them afterwards 
no more T rouble. 


From Cenis; that Effeminacy i in Youth may = 


| change to Valour in Manhood, and that as 
1 periſhes ſo does Cenſure. y 


From 
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From Tereus; that one Crime lays the 
Foundation of many; and that the ſame Per- 


fon who begins with Luſt, may conclude 
with Murther. 


From Midas; that nobody can puniſh a2 
covetous Man worſe than he puniſhes him 
ſelf ; that ſcarce any thing would ſometimes 
prove more fatal to us, than the Completion 
of our own Wiſhes ; and that he who has 
the moſt Deſires, will certainly meet with the 
moſt Dilappointments. 

From the PythagoreanPhiloſophy,i it may be 
obſerved, that Man is the only Animal, who 
kills bis Fellow- creature without being an- 

From Proteus we have this Leſſon, that a 
Stateſman can put on any Shape; can be a 
Spaniel to the Lion, and a Lion to the Spaniel; i 
and that he knows not to be an Enemy, Who 
knows not how to ſeem a Friend; that if all 
Crowns ſhould change their Miniſtry, as often 


as they pleaſe, though they may be called other 
Miniſters, they are ſtill the fame Men. 1 


The Legend of Aſculapius s Voyage to Rome 
in form of a Snake, ſeems to expreſs the ne- 
ceſſary Sagacity required in Profeſſors of that 
Art for the readier Inſight into Diſtempers: 
This 
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This Reptile being celebrated by the ancient 
Naturaliſts for a quick Sight. 


Cur in amicorum vitium tam cernis acutum 


Duam aut aquile, aut ſerpens Epidaurins ?—— 
Hor. Sat. 3» I. Is, 


The venerable Epidaurean aſſumed the Fi- 
gure of an Animal without Hands to take 
Fees ; and therefore, grateful Poſterity ho- 
noured him with a Temple. In this Man- 
ner thould wealthy Phyficians, upon proper 
Occaſions, practiſe; and thus their ſurviving 
Patients reward. 


If the Metamarphoſes be attended to with a 
Juſt Application, and without Prepoſſeſſion; 
One will be the leſs ſurprized at the Author's. 
Prophetick Spirit, relating to the Duration 
and Succeſs of the Work. 


Jamque opus exegi, Ee. 


This prediction has ſo far proved true, that 
this Poem has been, ever fince, the Magazine 
which has furniſhed the greateſt Poets of the 
following Ages with Fancy and Allufions ; 
and the moſt celebrated Painters with Sub- 
jects and Deſign. Nor have his poetical Pre- 
deceſſors and Contemporaries, paid leſs Re- : 


L gard to their own Performances. 


Infgnemane meo | capiti petere "EY cormam, I” 
Unde prius * velaruut tempora AM we Lucr. B. 1. 
5 Nem 
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Nemo me lacrumeis decoret, nec funera fletu 
Facfit ; quur volito vivu* per ora virum. Enn. Frag. 
Tentanda via et, qua me quogue poſſim 
Tollere hamo, victorgue virim volitare per ora. 


3 Vir. G. 2. 
Ae doharum Ederæ præmia frontium 
Diis miſcent ſuperi— Hor. Od. 1. 


Again, - | 
Exegi monumentum ere perennius, 
Regaligue fitu Pyramidum altius, 
Aud non imber edax, non Aquilo impotens 
Poſſit diruere, aut innumerabilis 
Annorum ſeries, & fuga temporum. We 
Non omnis moriar.—— Hor. B. 3. Od. 30. 


The whole Ode is, in a manner, a continu- 
ed Compliment to his own Writings ; nor, 
in imitation of this celebrated Author, want 


we Poets of our preſent Age, who have been 


pleaſed to rank themſelves amongſt their own 
Admirers. | ö 888 


I have done with the Original, and ſhall 
make no Excuſe for the Length of the Pre- 
face, becauſe it is in the Power of the Reader 


to make it as ſhort as he pleaſes. I ſhall now | 


conclude with a Word or two about the Ver- 


Tranſlation is commonly either Verbal, or 
Paraphraſe, or Imitation; of the firſt is Mr. 
Sands 's, which I think the Metamorphoſes car 
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by no means allow of. It is agreed, the Au- 
thor left it unfiniſhed ; if it had undergone 
his laſt Hand, it is more than probable, that 
many Su berlluities had been retrenched. + 
Where a Poem is perfectly finiſhed, the 
Tranſlation, with regard to particular Idioms, 
eannot be too exact; by doing this, the Senſe 
of the Author is more entirely his own, and 
the Caſt of the Periuds more faithfully pre- 
ſerved : but where a Poem is tedious through 
Exuberance, or dark through a halty Brevity, | 
think the Tranſlator may be excuſed for do- 
ing what the Author, upon reviſing, would 
have done himſelf. 


PE Mr. Sands had ka of this Opinion; per⸗ 
hays other Tranſlations of the Merano ſes 
| had not been attem pted. 


A Critick has obſerved, that in his Verſion 
of this Book, he has ſcrupulouſly confined the 
Number of his Lines to thoſe of the Original. 


| Tis fit I ſhould take the Sum upon Content, 
and be better bred than to count after him. 


The Manner that ſeems et ſuited for this 
preſent Undertaking, is neither to follow the 
Author too cloſe out of a Critical Timorouſ- 
neſs ; nor abandon him too wantonly through 


— 8 Boldneſs. The Original ſhould al- 


Ways be kept in View, without too apparent 


A Devia- 
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a Deviation from the Senſe. Where it is 
otherwiſe, it is not a Verſion, but an Imita- 
tion. The Tranſlator ought to be as intent to 
ne up the Gracefulneſs of the Poem, as 
artful to hide its Imperfections; to copy its 
Beauties, and to throw a Shade over its Ble- 
miſhes; to be faithful to an Idolatry, whese 
tne Auther excels; and to take the Licence 
of a little Paraphraſe, where Penury of Fan- 
cy, or Dryneſs of Expreſſion ſeem to aſk for it. 


The ingenious Gentlemen concerned in 

this Undertaking ſeem to be of this Opinion; 
and therefore they have not only conſulted the | 
Reputation of the Author, but their own |} 
alſo. There is one of them has no other | 


Share in this Compliment than by being the 
Occaſion of engaging them that have, in 
obliging the Publick. He has alſo been ſo 


juſt to the Memory of Mr. Dryden, as to Fig 1 


bis incomparable Lines the n 0 
Pearing ſo near his own. 


I cannot paſs by that admirable En pliſh Po- 
et, without endeayouring to make bis Coun- | 


try ſenſible of the Obligations they have to 
his Muſe, Whether they confider the flow- 
ing Grace of his Verſification ; the vigorous 


Sallies of his Fancy ; or the peculiar Delicacy | 
of his Periods ; they'll diſcover Excellencies | 


never to be enough admired, If they trace 


hin 


- 
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him from the firſt Productions of his Youth, 
to the laſt Performances of his Age, they'll 
find, that as the Tyranny of Rhyme never im- 
poſed on the Perſpicuity of the Senſe ; ſo a 
languid Senſe never wanted to be ſet off by 
the Harmony of Rhyme. And as his earlier 
Works wanted no Maturity, ſo his latter 
wanted no Force or Spirit. The falling off - 
of his Hair, had no other Conſequence, than 
to make his Laurels be ſeen the more. 


Ass a Tranſlator he was juſt ; as an Inven- 
tor he was rich. His Verſions of ſome Parts 
of Lucretius, Horace, Homer, and Virgil 
throughout, gave him a juſt Pretence to that 
| Compliment which was made to Monfieur 
| #4 Ablancourt, a celebrated French Tranſla- 
tor; I is uncertain who have the greateſt Obli- 
| gations to him, the Dead or the Living. 


With all theſe wonderous Talents, he was 
libelled in his Life-time by the very Men, 
| who had no other Excellencies, but as they 
| were his Imitators, Where he was allowed 

to have Sentiments ſuperior to all others, 
they charged him with Theft: But how did 
he ſteal? No otherwiſe than like thoſe that 
teal Beggars Children, only to cloath them 


the better, 25 
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Tis to be lamented, that Gentlemen tilt * 


continue this unfair Behaviour, and treat one 
another every Day with (moſt injurious Li- 


bels. The Muſes ſhould be Ladies of a chaſte + 
and fair Behaviour: when they are otherwiſe, 
they are Furies. is certain that Parnaſſus | 


is at beſt but a barren Mountain, and its In- 
:habirants contrive to make it more ſo, 


their un- neighbeurly Deportment; the Au- 
thors are the only Corporation that endeavour 
at the Ruin of their own Society, Every 


Day may convince them, how much a rich 
Fool is reſpected above à poor Wit. The 


only Talents in eſteem at preſent are thoſe of | 


*Exchange- Alley ; one Tally is worth a Grove 
of Bays ; and 'tis of mueh more Conſequence 
to be well read in the Tables of Intereſt and 


the Riſe and Fall of Stocks, than f in the Re- | 


volution of Empires. 


Mr. Driiden i is ſtill a fad and ſhameful In- 
ſtance of this Truth: The Man that could 
make Kings immortal, and raiſe triumphant 
Arches to Heroes, now wants a poor ſquare | 
Foot of Stone, to ſhow where the Aſhes of | 
-one of the greateſt Poets, that ever was upoa 


Earth, are 


eo. 


„ 
4 


b e JV IH 


oon e 


(x 


BOOK ze FIRST. 
By Mr. Da Y DEN. | 
Tus Creation of rhe World — rage 3 


TRebSiluey 4 ä — 3 i 
The Brazen Age — — | | "© 
The Iron Age *- > nad ibid. 
The Giants War © — — 10 
The Transformation of Daphne into @ Laure! & -:* 


The Transformation of lo into an Heiferr = 29 
The Eyes of Argus transformed into a Peacect's Tran 34 
The n of 8 5 rinx into Reeds 36 


BOOK the - SECOND. 


3 By Mr. Are v. 
Placton' D "fer aner into 7 ree.— 36 
- The 


3 2.0/0: TuDlN; TS 
The Transformation of Cycnus into @ Swas 


Page g 
The tory of Califto — — 6 
The Story of Coronis, and Birth of Eſculapius 65 
Ocyrrhoe transformed into a Mare — 170 
The Transformation of Battus to a Touch-flone I 
The Story of Aglauros, tranformed into a Statue 73 
: Europa's Rape — 178 
BOOK the THIRD. 
By Mr. Ap bis ox. 
7 be Story of Cadmus | — 85 
The Transformation of Atzon into @ . „ 
The Birth of Bacchus — — 96 
Tie Transformation of Tireſias — 99 
Tie Traniformation of Echo "ns * 100 
The Story of Narciſſus Eg —— 102 
Die Story of Pentheus — — 107 
The Mariners transformed to Dolphins — 109 
5 The * kern — — 114 
3 OO K the FOURT H. 

The Story of Alcithoe and her Siſters, by Mr. nutzen 1 19 
The Story of Pyramus and Thiſbe, by the ſame Hand 122 
 TheStoryof Leucothoe ang th: Sun, by re ſame Hand 128 
; The Transformati:n of Clytie, by he Same I 32 

The Story of Salmacis and * by Mr. 
Addiſon © — 134 
Alcithoe and her E * 2 1med 2 2 by Mr. 


| The Story of the Pierides 


The Transformation of Aſcalaphus into an Owl. 


CONTENTS. 
| The Traniformation of Ino and Melicerta to Sea Geds, 


"by the ſame Hand — — Page 140 


| The Transformation of the Theban KMatrons, by the 
fame Hand — — 

The Story of Perſeus, Ly the ſame "0 ND 

Atlas transformed to a Mountain, by the ſame Hand 


Andromeda reſcued 2208 the Sea go, 2 the ſame 
Hand 


The - of Medoſa”; Head, b th ſame Hand 


BOOK the FIFTH. 


By Axr nun MainwaAkinc, 


23. Story of Perſeus — 
 Minerva's Interview with the Muſes 
The Fate of Pyreneus 


The Song of the Muſes 

The Rape of Proſerpine 
Cyane difſobves to a Fountain — 
A Boy transformed to an Eft — 


The Song of the Pierides — 


| The Daughters of Achelous rranfirmed to Sr 
The Story of Arethuſa —— — 


The Transformation of Lyneus 8 


I , Pierides rranyformed ts Magbi :. — 


' BOOK 


146 


149 
150 


152 


157 


5 163 
176 
177 


179 


180 


183 


185 
186 


191 


192 


193 


197 
8 


: — — — — ͤè³. ͤ— —˙ 


Oo N T. MN 1 8 


BOOK te SIXT H. 
By Mr. CR 0 x Ar. 


T he Transformation” of Arachne into' a Spider * 201 
The Story of Niobe — — 208 
The Transformation of Niobe — 216 
The Peaſants of Lycia transformed to Frogs 217 
Ts Fate of Marſyas — — 220 


The Story of Pelops 


The Story of Tereus, Procne, ans Philomela ibid. 


— — — — i 237 


= 
® A 2 K i 
* 0 ; < 
ox * a i 
- 
5 ns 31 : x * f 
% * 
1 : . - 
dd. 44 #4 wp , 
9 4 
p # 4,4 1 , y 
6 , o 82 
. 
| on > 
g Py s » Ly . 
- «a 1 F 
1 
N * & * * | 
: 4 : e | 
. N * 
, 4 , , 1 
4 * , 
{ * " © S-. > . 
* 
* 
. 
bo * . 
* , 
F 4 
* 0 * 1 
9 s | 
| 4 
* 
i " a4 
1 * 
= 
* 
* 
* 
LY 
* 
| * 


— — 
. - — 
- m — —— oe 


"I - 

„440 rr „„ „„ „„ . 
—— > 
ee bee F005 040024 eee * . 
n l - —— 


„ „„ 
— 


7 


METAMORPHOSES. 


BOOK 4. 


aus by Me. Joun Deva. 


F Bodies chang'd to various Forms, 1 . 
ſing: 
Ye Gods, from whom theſe Miradles did J 72 
ſrring, | - 
 loſpire my Numbers with celeſtial Heatz 


Till I my long laborious Work compleat : 


And add perpetual Tenour to my Rhimes, 


[ Deduc'd from Nature's Birth to Cz/ar's Times, 


Before the Seas and this terreſtrial Ball, 


| And Heav'n's high Canopy, that covers all, 
One was the Face of Nature ; if a Face . 
Rather a ruge and indigeſted Maſs; "of 
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A lifeleſs Lump, unſaſhion'd, and unfram'd, 

Of jarring Seeds ; and juſtly Chaos nam'd. 

No Sun was lighted up the World to view; 

No Moon did yet her blunted Horns renew ; 

Nor yet was Earth ſuſpended in the Sky; 

Nor pois'd, did on her own Foundations lie: 

Nor Seas about the Shores their Arms had thrown ; 

But Earth and Air and Water, were in one. 

Thus Air was void of Light, ard Earth unſtable, 

And Water's dark Abyſs unnavigable., 

No certain Form on any was impreſt ; 

All were confus'd, and each diſturb'd the reſt. 

For hot and cold were in one Body fixt ; 

And ſoft with hard, and light with heavy mixt. 
But God, or Nature, while they thus contend, 

To the'e inteſtine Diſcords put an end: 


Then Earth from Air, and Seas from Farth were dri 5, l 


And groſſer Air ſunk from ztherial Heav'n. 


The next of kin, contiguouſly embrace; 
And Foes are ſunder'd, by a larger Space, 

The Force of Fire aſcended firſt on high, 
And took its Dwelling in the vaulted Sky: 


Thus diſembroil'd, they take their proper Place ; 3 | E 


Then Air ſucceeds, in Lightneſs next to Fire 3 ; 4 


Whoſe Atoms from unactive Earth retire. 
Earth ſinks beneath, and draws a num*rous Throng 
Of pond'rous, thick, unweildy Seeds along. 
About her Coafts unruly Waters roar, 
And rifing on a Ridge inſult the Shore. 
Thus when the God, whatever God was he, 


Had form'd the Whole, and made the Parts agree, 
| That: 
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That no unequal Portions might be found, 
He moulded Earth into a ſpacious Round : 

Then with a Breath, he gave the Winds to blow, 
And bade the congregated Waters flow, 5 

He adds the running Springs, and ſtanding Lakes, 

And bounding Banks for winding Rivers makes. 

Some Part in Earth ate ſwallow'd up, the moſt 

In ample Oceans difembogu'd, are loſt, 

He ſhades the woods, the Vallies he reſtrains 


With rocky Mountains, and extends the Pl ins. 


And as five Zones tl” ztherial Regions bind, 
Five, correſpondent, are to Earth aſſign'd: 
The Sun, with Rays directly darting down, 
Fires all beneath, and fries the middle Zone : 
The two beneath the diſtant Poles complain 


|  Ofendleſs Winter and perpetual Rain. 
|  Betwixt th' Extreams, two happier Climates hold 
The Temper that partakes of Hot and Cold. 


The Fields of liquid Air, inclofing all, 


Surround the Compaſs of this earthly Ball: 


The lighter Parts lie next the Fires above; 


I be groſſer near the watery Surface move: 
1 Thick Clouds are ſpread, and Storms engender 8 
F And Thunder's Voice, which wretched Mortals fear, þ 


And Winds that on their Wings cold Winter bear. 
Nor were thoſe bluſt'ring Brethren left at large, 

On Seas and Shores their Fury to diſcharge : 

Bound as they are, and cireumſerib'd in Place, 


They rend the World reſiſtleſs, where they paſs "8 
And mighty Marks of Miſchief leave behind, 
Such i is the Rage of their 8 228 Kind. 


Tz: Fut 
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Firſt Eurus to the riſing Morn is ſent, 

(The Regions of the bilmy Continent ;) 

And Eaftern Realms, where early Perfians run, 

To greet the bleſt Appearance of the Sun. 

Weſtward the wanton Zephyr wings his Flight, 

Pleas'd with the Remnants of departing Light : 

Fierce Boreas, with his Offspring, iſſues forth 

T'invade the frozen Waggon of the North. 

While frowning After ſeeks the Southern Sphere; 
And rots, with endleſs Rain, th* unwholſome Year. 


High oer the Clouds, and empty Realms of Wind, 
The God a clearer Space for Heav'n defign'd; | 


| WhereFields of Light, and liquid ther flow; 


Purg'd from the pond'rous Dregs of Earth below. a 
Scarce had the Pow'r diſtinguiſh'd theſe, when ſtreig abt 

Thbe Stars, no longer overlaid with Weight, | 

Exert their Heads, ſrom underneath the Maſs ; | 

And upward ſhoot, and kindle as they paſt, 


And with diffuſive Light adorn their heav'nly Place. I 1 


Then, every Void of Nature to ſupply, 
With Forms of Gods he fills the vacant Sky: 


New Herds of Beafts he ſends, the Plains to ſhare : "BR 
_ New Colonies of Birds to people Air: 3 


And to their 00zy Beds, the finny Fiſh repair, 

7 A Creature of a more exalted Kind 
Was wanting yet, and then was Man defign'd ; 

| Conſcious of Thought, of more capacious Breaſt, 
For Empire form'd, and fit to rule the reſt: 
Whether with Particles of heav'nly Fire 

The God of Nature did his Soul inſpire, 
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Or Earth, but new divided from the Sky, 
And, pliant, ſtill retain'd th* ætherial Energy: 
Which wiſe Prometheus temper'd into Paſte, 
And mixt with living Streams the godlike Imagecaft. 
Thus, while the mute Creation downward bend 
Their Sight, and to their earthly Mother tend, 
Man looks aloft z and with erected Eyes 
Beholds his own hereditary Skies, ; 
From ſuch rude Principles our Form began, 

And Earth was mana into Mas. 


E -. Ts GoLven Ac. | 
3 


The Golden Age was firſt ; was Man yet * _ 
No Rule but uncorrupted Reaſon know : = 1 

And with a native Bent, did Good purſue. =O 
Unforc'd by Puniſhment, unaw'd by Fear, 

His Words were fimple, and his Soul ncere; 

Needleſs was written Law, where none oppreſt: 
The Law of Man was written in his Breaſt: _ 

No ſuppliant Crowds before the Judge appear d, 
No Court erected yet, no Cauſe was heard, } 
| But all was ſafe, for Conſcience was their Gvard, - 

| The Mountain-Trees in diſtant Proſpect pleaſe, 
| | Fre yet the Pine deſcended to the Seas; 

_ Fre Sails were ſpread, new Oceans to explore 
And happy Mortals, unconcern'd for more, | 
Confin'ꝶ their Wiſhes to their native Shore. + 

No Walls were yet, nor Fence, nor Moat, nor Mound, 

Nor Drum was heard, nor Trumpet's angry ſound : 


D4 1 Nor 
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Nor Swords were forg'd; but void of Care and Crime, 
The ſoft Creation ſlept away their Time. 

The teeming Earth yet guiltleſs of the Plough, 

And unprovok'd did fruitful Stores allow : 

Content with Food, which Nature freely bred, 

On Wildings and on Strawberries they fed; 
Cornels and Bramble-berries gave the reſt, 

And falling Acorns furniſh'd out a Feaſt. 

The Flow'rs unſown in Fields and Meadows reign'd ; 
And Vern Winds immortal Spring maintain'd, 

In following Years, the bearded Corn enſu'd 

From Earth unaſk'd, nor was that Earth renew'd. 
From Veins of Vallies, Milk and Nectar broke, 

And Honey ſweating — che Pores of Oak. 


The sr van Aer. 


0 


But when —_ n baniſh'd ban n 
Was driv'n to Hell, the World was under Joe. 
| Succeeding Times a Silver Age behold, 
Excelling Braſs, but more excell'd by Gold, 
Then Summer, Autumn, Winter, did appear 1 
And Spring was but a Seaſon of the Year, 
The Sun his-annual Courſe obl iquely made, 
Good Days contracted, and enlarg'd the bad. 
Then Air with ſultry Heats began to glow z; 


The Wings of Winds were clogg'd with Ice aud Snow 3 . ? 


Aud ſhivering Mortals into Houſes driv'n, 

| Sought Shelter from th' Inclemency of Heav'n, 
Thoſe Houſes then were Caves, or homely Sheds, 2 
b en Oziers fenc d; and Moſs their Beds. 


Then | 


| $6. 
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Then Ploughs, for Seed, the fruitful Furrows broke, 
And Oxen labour'd firſt beneath the Yoke, | 


The Brazen AGE. 


To this came next in courſe, the Brazen Age; 
A warlike Offspring, prompt to bloody Rage, 
Not 1 * yet. 


_ The few AGE, 


2 Hard Steel ſucceeded then ; 

And ſtubborn as the Metal, were the Men. 

Truth, Modeſty, and Shame, the World forſook : 

Fraud, Avarice and Force their Places took. 

Then Sails were ſpread, to every Wind that blew. 

Raw were the Sailors, and the Depths were new : 

Trees rudely hollow'd, did the Waves ſuſtain, 
irre Ships in Triumph plough'd the wat'ry Plain, 

Then Landmarks limited to each his Right; 

For all before was common as the Light. 

Nor was the Ground alone requir'd to bear 

Her annual Income to the crooked Share, 

| But greedy Mortals, rummaging her Store, 

| Digg'd from her Entrails firſt the precious Oar ; 

Which next to Hell the prudent Gods had laid; 

And that alluring Ill to Sight diſplay'd. 

Thus curſed Steel, and more accurſed Gold, 5 

Gave Miſchief Birth, and made that Miſchief bald 12 

And double Death did wretched Man Es; 19 85 

By Steel aflaulted, and by Gold betray” d. 225 

EFT. 
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Now (brandiſh'd Weapons glittering in their Hands) 
Mankind is broken looſe from moral Bands ; 

No Rights of Hoſpitality remain : 
The Gueſt, by him who harbour'd him, is lain; ; 
The Son-in-Law purſues the Father's Life ; 

The Wife her Huſband murders ; he the Wife. 
The Step dame Poiſon for the Son prepares; 

The Son inquires into his Father's Years. 
Faith flies, and Piety in Exile mourns; | 

And Juſtzce, here oppreſt, to Heav'n returns. 


The G14 N Ts WAE. 


Nor were the Gods themſelves more ſafe above; 
Againſt beleaguer'd Heav'n the Giants move. 
Hills pil'd on Hills, on Mountains Mountains lie, 
To make their mad Approaches to the Sky. 

"Till Jove, no longer patient, took his Time 
T'avenge with Thunder their audacions Crime: 
Red Lightning play'd along the Firmament, 
And their demoliſh'd Works to pieces rent. 


Sing' d with the Flames, and with the Bolts transfixt, 


With native Earth, their Blood the Monſters mixt; 

The Blood, indu'd with animating Heat, 

Did in th' impregnant Earth new Sons beget: 

They, like the Seed from which they ſprung, accurſt, 

| Againſt the Gods immortal Hatred nurſt, 

An impious, arrogant, and cruel Brood; 

Exprefling their Original from Blood. | 
Which when the King of Gods beheld from high. 

{Withal revolving in his Memory, 


What 
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What he himſelf had found on Earth of late, 
Lycaon's Guilt, and his iphumane Treat,) 
He figh'd ; nor longer with his Pity ſtrove, 
But kindled to a Wrath becoming Jene: 
Then call'd a Gene al Council of the Gods; 
Who ſummon'd, iſſue from their bleſt Abodes, 
And fill th Aſſembly with a ſhining Train. 
A Way there is, in Heav'n's expanded Plain 
Which, when the Skies are clear is ſeen below, 
And Mortals, by the Name of Milky, know. 
The Ground-work is of Stars ; through which the Road 
Lies open to the Thunderer's Abode: 
The Gods of greater Nations dwell around, 


And on the right and left the Palace bound; | 


With Winding-doors wide opeh, front the Court: 
This Place, as far as Earth with Heav'n may vie, 
I dare to call the Lavre of the Sky. : 
When all were plic'd, in Seats diſtinctly known, 
And he, their Father, had aſſum'd the Throne, 
P pon his Iv'ry Sceptre firſt he leant, | 
Then ſhook his Head, that ſhook the Firmament : A 
Air, Earth, and Seas, a th* Almighty Nod, 
And with a gen ral Fear confeſs'd the God, 
At length, with Indignation, thus he broke 
His aweful Silence, and the Pow'rs beſpoke. 

| I was not more concern'd in that Debate 
Of B Empire, when our univerſal NT 
Was put to hazard, and the Giant Race 5 


Our captive Skies were ready to embrace: | 
1 | 96 For 
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For tho the Foe was fierce, the Seeds of all 
Rebellion, ſprung from one Original; 
Now, whereſoe er ambient Waters * 
All are corrupt, and all muſt be deſtroy d. 
Let me this holy Proteſtation make, 

By Hell, and Hell; inviolable Lake, 

I try'd whatever i in the Godhead lay: 
But gangren'd Members muſt be lopt away, 
Before the nobler Parts are tainted to decay. 
There dwells below a Race of Demi- gods, 


Of Nymphs in Waters, and of Fawns in Woods; 


Who, tho' not worth y yet, in Heav'n to live, 
Let em, at leait enjoy that Earth we give. 
Can theſe be thought ſecurely lodg'd below, | 
When I myſelf, who no Superior know, 

J, wWhe have Heay'n and Earth at my Command, 
Have been attempted by Lycaon's Hand? 

At this a Murmur through the Synod went, 
And with one Voice they vote bis Puniſhment. 

: Thus, when conſpiring Traitors dar'd to doom 
The Fall of Cz/ar, and in him of Rome, | 
The Nations trembled with a pious Fear, 
All anxious for their earthly Thunderer : 
Nor was their Care, O Cz/ar, leſs eſteem'd 
By thee, than that of Heay'n for Fove was deem'd ; 
Who with his Hand and Voice did firſt reſtrain 
Their Murmurs, then reſum'd his Speech again. 
The Gods to Silence were compos'd, and fate = 
With Reverence due to his ſuperior State. 
Cancel your pious Cares; already he 

Has paid his Debt to Juſtice aud to me. 


Yet 
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Yet what his Crimes, and what my Judgments were, 

Remains for me thus briefly to declare. | 

The Clamours of this vile degen-rate Age, 

The Cries of Orphans, and th* Oppreſſor's Rage, 

Had reach'd the Stars : I will deſcend, ſaid I, 

In hope to prove this loud Complaint a Lie. 

Diſguis'd in human Shape, I travell'd round 

The World, and more than what I heard, I found. 

O'er Mznalus I took my ſteepy Way, 

By Caverns infamous for Beaſts of Prey: 

Then croſs' d Cyllent, and the piny Shade, 
More infamous by curſt Lycan made : | 

Dark Night had cover'd Heav'n and Earth, before 


5 L enter'd his unhoſpitable Door. 


| Juſt at my Entrance I diſplay'd the Sign 
That ſomewhat was approaching of divine. 
| The proftrate People pray; the Tyrant grins; 
And adding Profanation to his Sins, 
I'll try, ſaid he, and if a God appear, 
Io prove his Deity ſhall coſt him dear. 
Twas late; the graceleſs Wretch my Death prepares, 
When I ſhould ſoundly ſleep, oppreſt with Cares : 
This dire Experiment he choſe, to prove 
If I were mortal, or undoubted Fove - 
But firſt he had reſoly'd to taſte my Pow'r ; 
Not long before, hut in a luckleſs Hour, 
Some Legates, ſent from the Malaſſian State, 
Were on a peaceful Errand come to treat : 
Of theſe he murders one; he boils the Fleſh, | 
And lays the mangled Morſels in a Diſks 
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Some Part he roaſts ;. then ſerves it up ſo dreſt, 
And bids me welcome to this humane Feaſt. 
Mov'd with Diſdain, the Table I o'erturn'd ; 

And with avenging Flames, the Palace burn'd. 

The Tyrant, in a Fright, for Shelter gains 
The neighb'ring Fields, and ſcours along the Plains. 
Howling he fled, and fain he would have ſpoke ; 

But human Voice his brutal Tongue forſook. 
About his Lips, the gather'd Foam he churns, 
And, breathing Slaughters, ſtill with Rage he burns, } 
But on the bleating Flock his Fury turns. 1 
His Mantle, now his Hide, with rugged Hairs 
Cleaves to his Back; a famiſn'd Face he bears; 
His Arms deſcend, his Shoulders fink away. 
To multiply his Legs for Chace of Prey. 
He grows a Wolf, his Hoarineſs remains, 
And the ſame Rage in other Members reigns. 
His Eyes ſtill ſparkle in a narr'wer Space: 
His Jaws retain the Grin, and Violence of his Face. 
This was a ſingle Ruin, but not one 
Deſerves ſo juſt a Puniſhment alone. 
 Mankind's a Monſter, and th' ungodly Times 
Confed'rate into Guilt, are ſworn to Crimes, 
All are alike involv'd in Ill, and all 
Muſt by the ſame relentleſs Fury fall . 

Thus ended he: the greater Gods aſſent; peo 
By Clamours urging his ſevere Intent; | | 
The leſs fill up the Cry for Puniſhment. © oy i 

Vet ſtill with Pity they remember Man, 
And mourn as much as heav'nly Spirits can. 


They 
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They aſk, when thoſe were loſt of human Birth, 

What he would do with all this Waſte of Earth: 

If his diſpeopl'd World he would reſign | 

To Beaſls, a mute and more ignohle Line; a 

Neglected Altars muſt no longer ſmoke, 

If none were left to worſhip and invoke. 

To whom the Father of the Gods reply d, IN 
Lay that unneceſſary Fear aſide :  . | 

Mine be the Care new People to provide. 

1 will from wond' rous Pri jociples ordain 

A Race unlike the firſt, and try my Skill again. 
Already had he toſs'd the flaming Brand, 1 

And roll'd the Thunder in his ſpacious Hand ; } E 


Preparing to diſcharge on Seas and Land: 


But ſtopt, for fear, thus violently driv* 1 
The Sparks ſhould catch his Axle-tree of Heav'n. 
Rememb'ring in the Fates, a Time when Fire 
Should to the Battlements of Heav'n aſpire, 
And all his blazing Worlds above ſhou'd burn, 
And all th' inferior Globe to Cinders turn. | 
His dire ArtilPry thus diſmiſt, he bent 
His Thoughts to ſome ſecurer Puniſhment ; 
Concludes to pour a wat'ry Deluge down, 
And what he durſt not burn, reſolves to drown, _ 
The Northern Breath, that freezes Floods, be binds, 
With all the Race of cloud. diſpelling Winds; 
The South he loos'd, who Night and Horror gs. 
And Fogs are ſhaken from his flaggy Wings: 
From his divided Beard two Streams he pours, _ 
His Head and rheumy Eyes diſtil in Show'rs. 


With 
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Wich Rain his Robe, and heavy Mantle low; 
And lazy Miſts are low'ring on his Brow ; 

Still as he ſwept along, with his clench'd Fiſt 

He ſqueez'd the Clouds, th' impriſon'd Clouds reſiſt: 
The Skies, from Pole to Pole, with Peals reſound, 
And Show'rs inlarg'd come pouring on the Ground. 
Then clad in Colours of a various Dye, 

Junonian Iris breeds a new Supply 
To feed the Clouds: Impetuous Rain deſcends ; 

The bearded Corn beneath the Burden bends : 
Defrauded Clowns deplore their periſh'd Grain, 
And the long Labours of the Year are vain, 

Nor from his patrimonial Heaven alone 
| Ts Fove content to pour his Vengeance down; 

Aid from his Brother of the Seas he craves, ts 
To help him with auxiliary Waves, 

The wat ry Tyrant calls his Brooks and Floods, 8 
Who rowl from moſſy Caves (their moiſt Abodes:) 
And with perpetual Urns his Palace fill : | 
To whom, in brief, he thus imparts his Will. 

Small Exhortation needs; vour Pow'rs employ ; 
And this bad World, fo Jove requires, deſtroy. 
Let looſe the Reins to all your wat*ry Store; 
Bear down the Dams, and open ev'ry Door. 

The Floods, by Nature Enemies to Land, 

And proudly ſwelling with their new Command, 
Remove the living Stones, that ſtopt their Way, 
Ard guſhing from their Source augment the Sea. 


T ben, with his Mace, thelr Monarch ſtruck the Ground; 


With inward Trembling Earth receiv'd the Wound, * 
And riſing Streams a ready . — 8 
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Th' expanded Waters gather on the Plain: 
They float the Fields, and over- top the Grain; 
Then ruſhing onwards with a ſweepy Sway, 

Bear Flocks, and Folds, and lab'ring Hinds away. 


Nor ſafe their Dwellings were, for ſapp'd by Floods, 


Their Houſes fell upon their Houſhold Gods, 
The ſolid Piles too ſtrongly built to fall, | 
High o'er their Heads behold a wat'ry Wall: 
Now Seas and Earth were in Confuſion loft, 
A World of Waters, and without a Coaſt. 
One climbs a Cliff; one in his boat is born, 
And ploughs above, where late he ſow'd his Corn. 
- Others o'er Chimney-tops and Turrets row, _ 
And drop their Anchors on the Meads below r: 
Or dowaward driv'n, they bruiſe the tender Vine, 
Or toſt aloft, are knock'd againſt a Pine. 
And where of late the Kids had cropt the Graſs, 
The Monſters of the Deep now take their Place. 
Inſulting Nereids on the Cities ride, 
And wond' ring Dolphins o'er the Palace elide. 
On Leaves and Maſts of mighty Oaks they brouze, 


And their broad Fins entangle in the Boughs. 


The frighted Wolf now ſwims amongſt the Sheep 3 
The yellow Lion wanders in the Deep; 
His rapid Force no longer helps the Boar; 

The Stag ſwims faſter, than he ran before, 

The Fowls, long beating on their Wings in vain, . 


Deſpair of Land and drop into the Ma n. 
No Hills and Vales no more Diſtinction know, 


And level'd Nature lies one's below, 
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The moſt of Mortals periſh in the Flood ; 
The ſmall Remainder dies for want of Food. 

A Mountain of ſtupendous Height there ſtands 
Betwixt th' Athenian and Bæotian Lands, | 
The Bound of fruitful Fields, while Fields they were, 
But then a Field of Waters did appear: 

Parnaſſus is its Name; whoſe forky Riſe | 
Mounts through the Clouds, and mates the lofty Skies, 
High oa the Summit of this dubious Cliff, 

Deucalion wafting, moor'd his little Skiff. 

He with his Wife were only left behind 

Of periſh'd Man : they two were Human Kind. 

The Mountain Nymphs, and Themis they adore, | 
And from her Oracles Relief implore. 

The moſt upright of mortal Men was he; 


The moſt fincere and holy Woman, ſhe. 


When Jupiter, ſurveying Earth from bigh, 
Beheld it in a Lake of Water lie, 
That where ſo many Millions lately liv'd, 
But two, the beſt of either Sex, ſurviv'd z 
He loos'd the Northern Wind; fierce Boreas flies 
To puff away the Clouds, and purge the Skies : 
| Serenely, while he blows, the Vapours driv'n, 
| Diſcover Heav'n to Earth and Earth to Heav'n. 
The Billows fall, while Neptune lays his Mace 
On the rough Sea, and ſmooths its furrow d Face. 
Already Triton, at his Call appears — 
Above the Waves; ; 2 Tyrian Robe he wears, ITS | Z 
And in his Hand a crooked Trumpet bears. 


The 
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The Soverei gn bids him peaceſul Sounds inſpi pire, 
And give the Waves the Signal to retire. 
His writhen Shell he takes, whoſe narrow Vent 
Grows by Degrees into a large Extent, 
Then gives it Breath ; the Blaſt with doubling Sound, 
Runs the wide Circuit of the World around, 
The Sun firſt heard it, in his early, Eaſt, 
And met the rattling Echoes in the Weſt. 
The Waters, lining to the Trumpet's Roar, 
Obey the Summons, and forſake the Shore. 
A thin Circumſerence of Land appears, 
And Earth, but not at once, her Viſage rears, 25 
And peeps upon the Seas from upper Grounds 3 Koide 
The Streams, but juſt contain'd within their Bounds, 
By ſlow Degrees i into their Chan nels crawl, 
And Earth, increaſes, AS the Waters fall, 
In longer Time the Tops of Trees appear, . 2 
Which Mud on their diſkonour'd Branches bear. 
At leugth the World was alle reſtor'd to view; 
| But deſolate, and of a ſickly Hue: OY 
| Nature beheld herſelf, aud Rood aghaſt, 
A diſmal Deſact, * a ſilent Waſte. wg 
Which when Deucalion, with a piteous Look 
Beheld, be wept, and thus to Eyrrba ſpoke ; 
Oh Wiſe! oh Siſter! oh, of all thy Kind 1 
The beſt, and only Creature left behind, 4 j 3 
By Kindred, Love, and now by Nature join'd; 40 
Ok Nultitudes, who breath'd the common Air, 
We two remain; a Species in a Pair: 
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The reſt the Seas have ſwallow'd ; nor have we 
Ev'n of this wretched Life a Certainty. 
The Clouds are ſtill above; and while I ſpeak, 
A ſecond Deluge o'er our Heads may break. 
Shou'd I be ſnatch'd from hence, and thou remain, 
Without Relief, or Partner of thy Fam, } ö 
How cou dſt thou ſuch a wretched 1 iſe ſuſtain? 
Shou'd I be let, and thou be loſt, the Sea 
That bury d her I lov'd, ſhou'd bury me. 
Oh cou'd our Father his old Arts inſpire, 
And make me Heir of his informing Fire, 
That fo I might aboliſh'd Man retrieve, . 
And periſh'd People in new Souls might live. 
But Heav'n is pleas'd, nor ought we to complain, 
That we, th' Examples of Mankind, remain. 
Fe ſaid; the careful Couple join their Tears; 
And then invoke the Gods with pious Prayers. 
Thus in Devotion having eat'd their Grief, by 
From ſacred Oracles they ſeek Relief; y 
And to Cephy/us Brook their Way purſue : 
The Stream was troubled, but the Ford they knew; 3 
With üving Waters, in the Fountain bred, 1 
They ſprinkle firſt their Garments, and their Head, 
Then took the Way which to th cemple le. 
The Roofs were all defil'd with Moſs and ** | 
The deſart Altars void of ſolemn Fire. 
Before the Gradual proſtrate thev ador j; 
The Pavement kiſs'd, and thus the Saint implor'd. 5 
O O righteous Themit, if the Pow'rs above 
By Pray'rs are bent to pity and to love; * - 


Book I. Ov1 D' Metamorphoſes. 21 
If human Miſeries can move their Mind, | 
If yet they can forgive, and yet be kind; 

Tell how we may reſtore, by ſecond Birth, 

Mankind, and people deſolated Earth, 
Then thus the gracious Goddeſs, nodding, ſaid, 
Depart, and with your Veſtments veil your Head ; 
And ſtooping lowly down, with looſen'd Zones, | 
Throw each behind your Backs, your mighty Mother' 5 

bones. 
Amaz'd the Pair, * mute with Wonder OY 
Till Pyrrha firſt refus'd the dire Command. 
Forbid it Heav'n, ſaid ſhe, that I ſhou'd tear 
| Thoſe holy Reliques from the Sepulchre, 
They ponder'd the myſterious Words again, 
For ſome new Senſe; and long they ſought in vain: 
At length Deucalios clear'd his cloudy Brow, 
And ſaid, the dark Anigme will allow 
A Meaning, which if well I underſtand, 
From Sacrilege will free the God's Command. 
This Earth our mighty Mother is, the Stones 
In her capacious Body are her Bones: | 

Theſe we muſt caſt behind. With 2 8 and Fear, Ng 
The Woman did the new Solvtion hear : | 
The Man diffides in his own Augury, 
And doubts the Gods; yet both reſolve to try. 

| Deſcending irom the Mount, they firſt unbind 

Their Veſts, and veil'd, they caſt the Stones behind; 3 
The Stones (a Miracle to mortal View, 
But long Tradition makes it paſs for true) 
Did firſt the Rigour of their Kind expel, 
And ſuppled into Softneſs, as they fell; 
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Then fell, and ſwelling, by Degrees grew warm, 


And took the Rudiments of human Form, - 
Imperfect Shapes ; * In Marble ſuch are ſeen, 
When the rude Chiſſel does the Man begin 3 

| While yet the Roughneſs of the Stone remains, 
Without the rifing Muſcles and the Veins, 

The ſappy Parts, and next reſembling Juice, 
Were turn'd to Moiſture, for the Body's Uſe ; 
Supplying Humours, Blood, and Nouriſhment, 

| The reſt too ſolid to receive a Bent, 
Converts to Bones ; and what was once a Vein, 
Its former Name and Nature did retain. 
By help of Pow 'r Divine, in little Space, 
What the Man threw aſſum d a manly Face; 
And what the Wife, renew d the female Race. 
Hence we derive our Nature; born to bear 
Laborious Life, and harden'd into Care. 
The reſt of Animals, from teeming Earth 
Produc'd, in various Forms receiv'd: their Birth. 
The native Moiſture, in its cloſe Retreat, 
Digeſted by the Sun's ztherial Heat, 
As in akindly Womb began to breed; 


| Then fwell'd, and quicken'd by the vital Seed. 


And ſome in leſs, and ſome in longer Space, 


Mere ripen'd into Form, and took a ſev'ral Face. 


Thus when the Nil from Pharian Fields is fled, 


; 


Aud ſeeks with Ebbing Tides, his ancient Beds *T 


The fat Manure with Heav'nly Fire is warm'd, 


And eruſted Creatures, as in Wombs, are form FR 


Theſe, when they turn the Glebe, the Peaſants find, 


Some rude, and yet unfiniſh'd in their Kind: 


Short 
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Short of their Limbs, a lame, imperfect Birth; 

One half alive; and one of lifeleſs Earth. 

For Heat and Moiſture, when in Bodies join'd, 
The Temper that reſults from either Kind 
Conception makes ; and fighting till they mix, 
Their mingled Atoms in each other fix. 

Thus Nature's Hand the genial Bed prepares 

With friendly Diſcord, and with fruitful Wars. 

From hence the Surface of the Ground, with Mud 
And Slime beſmear'd, (the Fæces of the Flood) 
| Receiv'd the Rays of Heav'n ; and ſucking in 
The Seeds of Heat, new Creatures did begin: 
Some were of ſev'ral Sorts produc'd before, 

But of new Monſters, Earth created more. 
Dnwillingly, but yet ſhe brought — 

Thee, Python too, the wond'ring World to fright, | 
And the new Nations with ſo dire a Sight : 1 : 
So monſtrous was his Bulk, ſo large a Space 

Did his vaſt Body, and long Train embrace, 

Whom Plaus baſking on a Bank eſpy'd; 

E're now the God his Arrows had not try'd 

But on the trembling Deer, or Mountain Goat; 

At this new Quarry he prepares to ſhoot. 

Though every Shaft took place, he ſpent the Store 
Of his full Quiver ; and 'twas long before | 
Th' expiring Serpent wallow'd in his Gore. , 
Then, to preſerve the Fame of ſuch a Deed, 

For Python ſlain, he Pythian Games decreed. 

Where noble Youths for Maſterſhip ſhou'd ſtrive, 

To quoit, to run, and Steeds, and Chariots drive. 
1 . 9 _ 
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The Prize was Fame: In Witneſs of Renown 

An oaken Garland did the Victor crown, 
The Laurel was not yet for Triumphs born; 

But every Green alike by Phabus worn, | 
Did, with promiſcuous Grace his flowing Locks adorn, 


The Transformation of DAPHNE into a Laurel. 


The firſt and faireft of his Loves was ſhe, 
Whom not blind Fortune, but the dire Decree 
Of angry Cupid forc'd him to defire: 

Daphne her Name, and Peneus was her Sire. 
| Swell'd wich the Pride, that new Succeſs attends, 
He ſees the Stripling, while his Bow he bends, 
And thus inſul's him: Fhou laſcivious Boy, 
Are Arms like theſe for Children to employ? 
Know, ſuch Atchievements are my proper Claim, 
Due to my Vigour and unerring Aim: 
Reſiſtleſs are my Shafts, and Py:h:n late. | 
In ſuch a feather'd Death, has found his Fate. 
Take up the Torch (and lay my Weapons by) 
With that the fezbie Souls of Lovers fry. 
To whom the Son of Venus thus reply'd, 
- Phabus, thy Shafts are ſure on all beſide, 
But mine on Pala; mine the Fame ſhall be 
Of all thy Conqueſis, when I conquer thee. 
He faid, and ſoaring, ſwiftly wing'd his Flight; 
Nor ſtopt but on Parnaſſut airy Height. 
IJ wo diff rent Shafts he from his Quiver draws 3; 
Ou to repel Deſire, and one to cauſe. 


One 


— — 
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One Shaft is pointed with refulgent Gold, 

To bribe the Love, and make the Lover bold: 

One blunt, and tipt with Lead, whoſe baſe Allay 
Provokes Diſdain, and drives Defire away. 

The blunted Bolt againſt the Nymph he dreſt; * 
But with the ſharp transfixt Follo's Breaſt. 

Th' enamour'd Deity purſues the Chace; 
The ſcornful Damſel huns his loath'd Embrace: 
In hunting Beaſts of Prey, her Youth employs 1 

And Phæbe rivals in her rural Joys. 
With naked Neck ſhe goes, and Shoulders bare; 
And with a Fillet binds her flowing Hair. 
By many Suitors ſought, ſhe mocks their Pains, 
And ſtill her vow'd Virginity maintains. 

Impatient of a Yoke, the Name of Bride 
She ſhung, and hates the Joys, ſhe never tryd. 

On Wilds, and Woods, ſhe fixes her Defire; 
Nor knows what Youth, and kindly Love, inſpire. 
Fer Father chides her oft: Thou ow'ſt, ſays he, Af 
A Huſband to thyſelf, a Son to me, 
She, like a Crime, abhors the Nuptial Bed ; 

She glows with Bluſhes, and ſhe hangs her Head. 
Then caſting round his Neck her tender Arms, 
Sooths him with Blandiſhments and filial Charms: N 
Give me, my Lord, ſhe ſaid, to live and die 
A ſpotleſs Maid, without the Marriage Tie. 

Tis but a ſmall Requeſt; I beg no more 

Than what Diana's Father gave before. 
The good old Sire was ſoften'd to conſent ; 

But ſaid her Wiſh wou'd prove her 3 Wa 
Vor. I. 9 E For 
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For ſo much Youth, and ſo much Beauty join'd 
Oppos'd the State, which her Defires deſign' C” 
The God of Light, aſpiring to her Bed, 


Hopes what he ſeeks, with flattering F ancies fed; } 95 


And is, by his own Oracles miſled. 

And as in empty Fields, the Stubble burns, 

Or nightly Travellers, when Day returns, 

Their uſeleſs Torches on dry Hedges throw, 

That catch the Flames, and kindle all the Row; 

So burns the God, conſuming in Deſire, 

And feeding in his Breaſt a fruitleſs. Fire: 

Her well-turn'd Neck he view'd (her Neck was bare) 


And on her Shoulders her diſhevell'd hair: 


Oh, were it comb'd, ſaid he, with what a Grace 

Wou'd every waving Curl become her Face! 
He view'd her Eyes, like heav'nly Lamps that ſhone, 
He view'd her Lips, too ſweet to view alone, 

Her taper Fingers, and her panting Breaſt; ; 
He praiſes all he ſees, and for the reſt } 
Believes the Beauties yet unſeen are beſt ; 13 
Swift as the Wind the Damſel fled away, 
Nor did for theſe alluring Speeches ſtay: 

Stay, Nymph, he cry'd, I follow, not a F de. 

Thus from the Lyon trips the trembling Doe; ; 


Thus from the Wolf the frighten'd Lamb removes, 


And, from purſuing Faulcons, fearful Doves; | 
Thou ſhunn'ſt a God, and ſhunn'ſ a God that loves. 
Ab, leſt ſome Thorn ſhou'd pierce thy tender Foot, 


Or thouſhov'dſt fall in flying my Purſuit ! 


To ſharp uneven Ways thy Steps decline; 
Abate thy Speed, and I will bate of mine. 


vet 
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Yet think from whom thou doſt fo raſhly fly; 
Nor baſely born, nor Shepherd's Swain am I. 
Perhaps thou know'it not my ſuperior State, 
And from that Ignorance proceeds my Hate, 
Me Glaros, Delphi, Tenedos obey : 

Theſe Hands the Patareian Scepter ſway. 

The King of Gods begot me: What ſhall be, 
Or is, or ever was, in Fate, I ſee. 


Mĩæine is th' Invention of the charming Lyre 


Sweet Notes, and heav'nly Numbers, I inſpire. 

Sure is my Bow, unerring is my Dart; 

But ah! more deadly his, who pierc'd my Heart. 

Med' cine js mine; what Herbs and Simples grow 

In Fields and Foreſts, all their Pow'rs I know ; 
And am the great Phyfician call'd, below. 

Alas, that Fields and Forefts can afford 

No Remedies to heal their love-fick Lord ! 

To cure the Pains of Love, no Plant avails; 

And his own Phyſick, the Phyſician fails. 

She heard not half; ſo furiouſly ſhe flies; 
And on her Ear th' imperfe& Accent dies, 
Fear gave her Wings ; and as ſhe fled, the Wind 
| Increaſing, ſpread her flowing Hair behind; EE 
And left her Legs and Thighs expos'd to view: 

Which made the God more eager to purſue, 
The God was young, and was too hotly bent 
To loſe his Time in empty Compliment : 
But led by Love, and fir'd with ſuch a Sight, 
| Impetuouſly purſu d his near Delight. 
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As when th' impatient Greyhound ſlipt dm far, 


Bounds 0 er the Glebe to courſe the fearful —__ 


She 
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She in her Speed does all her Safety lay; 

And be, with double Speed, purſues the Prey; 

O'er-runs her at the fitting Turn, and licks 

His Chaps in vain, and blows upon the Flix: 

| She ſcapes, and for the neighb'ring Covert ftrivey 

And gaining Shelter, doubts if yet ſhe lives : 

If little Things with great we may compare, 

Such was the God, and ſuch the flying Fair, 

She, urg'd by Fear, her Feet did ſwiftly move, 

But he more ſwiftly, who was urg'd by Love, 

He gathers ground upon her in the Chace; 


Now breathes upon her Hair, with nearer Pace, } | 


And juſt is faſt'ning on the wiſh'd Embrace. 
The Nymph grew pale, and in a mortal Fright, 
Spent with the Labour of fo long a Flight: 
And now deſpairing caſt a mournful Look | 
Upon the Streams of her paternal Brook; 
Oh, help, the cry'd, in this extreameſt Need ! -” 

If Water Gods are Deities indeed : | 
 Gape Earth, and this unhappy Wretch intomb ; 

Or change my Form, whence all my Sorrows come. 

Scarce had ſhe finiſh'd, when her Feet ſhe found 
Benumb'd with Cold, and faftey'd to the Ground : 

A filmy Rind about her Body grows; 

Her Hair to Leaves, her Arms extend to Boughs : 
The Nymph is all into a Laurel gone; 
The Smoothneſs of her Skin remains alone. : 

Vet Phebuy loves her ſtill, and caſting round 
Her Bole, his Arms, ſome little Warmth he found, 

The Tree ſtill panted in th' unfiniſh'd Part, 

Not wholly vegetive, and heav'd her Heart, 


He 


* N P * 


Through this the rapid Penezs takes his Courſe, 
From Pindus rolling with impetuous Force; 
M.liſts from the River's mighty 
And deadly Damps incloſe 
| Perpetual Fogs are hanging o'er the Wood, 
And Sounds of Waters deaf the Neighbourhood. 
| Deep, in a rocky Cave, he makes abode : 
(aA Manſion proper for a mourning God.) 
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He fix'd his Lips upon the trembling Rind; 


It ſwerv'd afide, and his Embrace declin d. 


To whom the God, Becauſe thou canſt not be 


My Miſtxeſs, I eſpouſe thee for my Tree: 
Be thou the Prize of Honour and Renown 
The deathleſs Poet, and the Poem crown, 

Thou ſhalt the Roman Feſtivals adorn, 


And, after Poets, be by Victors worn. 
Thou fhalt returning Cz/ar's Triumph grace; 
When Pomps ſhall in a long Proceffion paſs. 


Wreath'd on the Poſts before his Palace wait, 
And be the ſacred Guardian of the Gate, 
Secure from Thunder, and unharm'd by Juve, 
Vafading as th' immortal Powers above: _ 


And as the Locks of Phebz: are unſhorn, 


So ſhall perpetual Green thy Boughs adorn. bo 
The grateſul Tree was pleas'd with what he ſaid, 


And ſhook the ſhady Honours of her Head. 


The Transformation of To into a Heiſer- 


An ancient Foreſt in Theſalia. grows; 
Which Tempe's pleafing Valley does incloſe: 


I ariſe, 
cloudy Skies; 


' - Here 
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Here he gives Audience, iſſuing out Decrees 
To Rivers, his dependent Deities. 

On this Occafion hither they reſort, 

To pay their Homage, and to make their Court, 
All doubtful whether to congratulate 

His Daughter's Honour, or lament her Fate. 
Spercheus, crown'd with Poplar, firſt appears; 
Then old Apidanus came crown'd with Years 5 
Enxipeus turbulent; rphry/os tame; 

And as; lat With lagging Waters came. 
Then of his kindred Brooks, a numerous Throng 
Condole his Loſs, and bring their Urns along. 
Not one was wanting of the wat'ry Train, 
That fill'd his Flood, or mingled with the Main * 
But Jnachus, who in his Cave, alone, 5 
Wept not another's Loſſes, but his own, 
For his dear Jo, whether ſtray'd, or dead, 
To kim uncertain, doubtful Tears he ſhed. 


He ſought her through the World, but ſought in vain ; 


And no where finding, rather fear'd her lain. 
Her, juſt returning from her Father's Brook, 

Jove had beheld, with a defiring Look: 

And, Oh; fair Daughter of the Flood, he ſaid, 

Worthy alone of Jus imperial Bed, 

Happy whoever ſhall thoſe Charms poſſeſs ; 

The King of Gods (nor is thy Lover lefs) 

Invites thee to yon cooler Shades; to ſhun. 


T The ſcorching Rays of the Meridian Sun. 


Nor ſhalt thou tempt the Dangers of the Grove | 
Alone, without a Guide; thy Guide is ove. 
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No puny Pow'r, but he-whoſe high Command WS 
| Is unconfin'd, who rules the Seas and Land, } ' 
And tempers Thunder in his aweful Hand. 6 hed 
Oh, fly not : For ſhe fled from his Embrace 
| 0C''er Lerne's Paſtures : He purſu'd the Chace | 
Along the Shades of the Lyrcean Plain; 
At length the God, who never aſks in vain, 
Involv'd with Vapours, imitating Night, 1 
Both Air and Earth; and then ſuppreſs'd her Flight, 
'Y And mingling Force with Love, enjoy 4 the full 

ä E 
Mean - time the jealous Juno, from on high, 

2 Survey d the fruitful Fields of Acadßj; 

. And wonder'd that the Miſt ſhould over-run 
„ Face of Day - light, and obſcure the Sun. I 
| Neo nat'ral Cauſe ſhe found, from Brooks, or Boge, 
Dr marſhy Lowlands, to produce the Fogs: | 
| Then round the Skies ſhe ſought for Jupiter, 

Her faithleſs Huſband; but no Jeve was there. 
Suſpecting now the worſt, Or I, ſhe ſaid, 
Am much miſtaken, or am much betray'd. 

With Fury ſhe precipitates her Flight, * 
Diſpels the Shadows of diſſembled Night, } 
And to the Day reſtores his native Light. 1 
Th' Almighty Leacher, careful to prevent 

The Conſequence, foreſeeing her Deſcen ts 

FF Transforms his Miſtreſs, in a trice ; and now, 

In Jes Place, appears a Jovely Cow. = : 

So ſleek her Skin, ſo faultleſs was her Make, 5 
Ev'n Juno did unwilling Pleaſure take EN 
E : oo To 
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To ſee ſo fair a Rival of her Love; 
And what ſhe was, and whence, enquir'd of Jove ; 


Of what fair Herd, and from what Pedigree? 
The God, half caught, was forc'd upon a Lie, 


And ſaid ſhe ſprung from Earth. She took the Word, 


And begg'd the beauteous Heifer of her Lord. 

What ſhould he do? was equal Shame to Jove 

Or to relinquiſh, or betray his Love : 

Yet to refuſe ſo light a Gift, wou d be 

But more tincreaſe his Conſort's Jealouſy: : 
Thus Fear and Love, by turns, his Heart affail'd, 

And ſtronger Love had ſure, at length prevail'd, 


But ſome faint Hope remain'd, his jealous Queen 


Had not the Miſtreſs through the Heifer ſeen. 

The cautious Goddeſs, of her Gift poſſeſt, 

Vet harbour'd anxious Thoughts within her Breaſt ; 
As ſhe, who knew the Falſhood of her Joe, 
And juſtly fear d ſome new Relapſe of Love: 
Which to prevent, and to ſecure her Care, 


Jo truſty Argus ſhe commits the Fair. 


The Head of Argus (as with Stars the skies) 
Was compaſs'd round, and wore an hundred Eyes. 


BH \ But two by turns their Lids in Slumber * ar HY 
I be reſt on duty ſtill their Station keep ; | £ 


Nor could the total Conſtellation ſleep. 
Thus, ever preſent, to his Eyes and Mind, 
His Charge was till before him, tho? behind. 
In Fields he ſuffer'd her to feed by Day, . 
But when the ſetting Sun to Night gave way, 
The captive Cow he ſummon'd with a Call, 
And drove her back, and ty'd her to the Stall. 


| On : 


* 
— — — 
„ 


* 
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On Leaves of Trees, and bitter Herbs ſhe fed, 
Heav'n was her Canopy, bare Earth her Bed; 


So hardly lodg'd; and todigeſt her Food, 


She drank from troubled Streams, defil'd with Mud. 
Her woeful Story fain ſhe would have told, 


With Hands upheld, but had no Hands to hold. 


Her Head to her ungentle Keeper bow'd, 

She ſtrove to ſpeak, ſhe ſpoke not, but ſhe low'd : 
Afrighted with the Noiſe, ſhe look'd around, 
And ſeem'd t'inquire the Author of the Sound. 
Once on the Banks where often ſhe had play d, 
(Her Father's Banks) ſhe came, and there ſurveyd 
Her alter'd Viſage, and her branching Head; 


And ftarting from herſelf ſhe wou'd have fled. 


Her fellow Nymphs, familiar to her Eyes, | 
Beheld but knew her not in this * :: 


Ev'n rachus himſelf was ignorant, 


And in his Daughter did his Daughter want. 
She follow'd where her Fellows went, as the 


Were ſtill a Partner of the Company: 


They ſtroak her Neck; the gentle Heifer ſtands, 
And her Neck offers to their ſtroaking Hands. 


Her Father gave her Graſs ; the Graſs ſhe took ; 

And lick'd his Palms, and caſt a piteous Look, 

And in the Language of her Eyes, ſhe ſpoke, 

She would have told her Name, and afk d Relief, 
But wanting Words; in Tears ſhe tells her Grief. 


Which, with her Foot ſhe makes him * 
1885 And prints the Name of Io in the Sands 


Ah, wretched me! her mournful Father etyd ʒ 1 : 


2 She, with a Sigh, to o wretched | me . 
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About her milk-white Neck, his Arms he threw, 
And wept, and then theſe tender Words enſue: 
And art thou ſhe, whom I have ſought around 
The World, and have at length ſo ſadly found? 
So found, is worſe than loſt : with mutual Words 
Thou anſiver'ſ not, no Voice thy Tongue affords; 
But Sighs are deeply drawn from out thy Breaſt; 
And Speech deny'd, by Lowing is expreſs'd, 
Unknowing, I prepar'd thy bridal Bed, 

With empty Hopes of happy Iſſue fed. 

Zut now the Huſband of a Herd muſt be 

Thy Mate, and belPwing Sons thy Progeny. 

Oh, where I mortal, Death might bring Relief; 
But now my Godhead but extends my Grief, 
Prolongs my Woes, of which no End J ſee, 
And makes me curſe my Immortality ! 

More had he ſaid, but fearful of her Stay, 

The ftarry Guardian drove his Charge away, 
To ſome freſh Paſture, on a hilly Height 

He ſate himſelf, and kept her ſtill in ſight, 


The Hes yy ARC U 8 Wb into 3 


| Peacock's 71 rain. 


Now Jour no lan 3 her Suff rings bear; 


5 But call'd in haſte his airy Meſſenger, 


The Son of Maia, with ſevere Decree, 

To kill the Keeper, and to ſet her free. 
With all his Harneſs ſoon the God was ſped, 
His flying Hat was-faſtned on his Head, 


* 
SS 
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Wing on his Heels were hung, and in his Hand 

He holds the Vertue of the Snaky Wand. 

The liquid Air his moving Pinions wound, 

And in the Moment, ſhoot him on the Ground. 

Before he came in ſight, the crafty God 

His Wiags diſmiſs'd, but till retain'd his Rod: 

That ſleep-procuring Wand wiſe Hermes took, 

But made it ſeem to fight a Shepherd's Hock. 

With this he did a Herd of Goats controul, 

Which by the Way he met, and lily ſtole. 

Clad like a Country Swain, he pip'd and ſung, 

And playing drove his jolly Troop along. 

With Pleaſure, Argus the Muſician heeds ; 
But wonders much at thoſe new vocal Reeds. 

And whoſoe'er thou art, my Friend, ſaid he, po 

Up hither drive thy Goats, and play by me; } 
This Hill hath Browze for them, and Shade for thee,” 
The God, who was with caſe induc'd to climb, 

Began Diſcourſe to paſs away the Time; 

| And ſtill betwi ixt, his tuneſul Pipe he plies ; 

And watch'd his Hour to cloſe the Keeper's Eyes. 

With much ado, he partly kept awake, 

Not ſuff ring all his Eyes Repoſe to take; 
And aſk the Stranger, who did Reeds invent, 


And whence began lo r. rare an Inſtrument? 


The 7 ran;formation of srur AX into Reeds.” 


Then Hermes thus; A Nymph of late there was 
"Whoſe heav' ply Form her Fellows did arp: 5 


— m 
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The Pride and Joy of fair Arcadia's Plains, 


Belov'd by Deities, ador'd by Swains; 


. © Srinx her Name, by Hlvans oft purſu'd, 
As oft ſhe did the luſtful Gods delude ; 


The rural and the woodland Pow'rs diſdain'd ; 
With CGyn:bia hunted, and her Rites maintain'd. 


Like Phebe clad, even Phabe's ſelf ſhe ſeems, 


So tall, ſo ſtreight, ſuch well-proportion'd Limbs, - 


The niceſt Eye did no Diſtinction know, 
But that the Goddeſs bore a golden Bow : j 

Diſtinguiſh'd thus, the Sight ſhe cheated too. 

Deſcending from Lycæui, Pan admires 


The matchleſs Nymph, and burns with new Deſires. 


A Crown of Pine upon his Head he wore, 


And thus began her Pity to implore; 


But e er he thus began, ſhe took her Flight 
So ſwift, ſhe was already out of Sight. 
Nor ftay*d to hear the Courtſhip of the God, 
But bent her Courſe to Lador's gentle Flood; 


There by the River ſtopt, and tir'd before, 


Relief from Water Nymphs her Prayers implore. 


Naw while the luſtful God, with ſpeedy Pace 


Juſt thought to ſtrain her in a ſtrict Embrace, | 
He fills his Arms with Reeds, new. rifing on the Place, * 
And while he fighs, his ill Succeſs to find, 


The tender Canes were ſhaken by the Wind, 


And breath'd a mournfut Air, unheard before; 
That much ſurprizing Paz, yet pleas'd him more. 
Admiring this new Muſick, Thou, he ſaid, 
Who canſt not be the Partner of my Bed, 
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At leaſt ſhall be the Conſort of my Mind, 

And often, often to my Lips be join'd. 

He form'd the Reeds, proportron'd as they are, 4 

Unequal in their Length, and ward with Care, | 
They ſtill retain the Name of his ungrateſul Fair. 
While Hermes pip'd, and ſung, and told his Tale, 
The Keeper's winking Eyes began to fail, 

And drowſie Slumber on the Lids to creep, 

Till all the Watchman was at length aſleep. 

Then ſoon the God his Voice and Song ſuppreſt, 

And with his pow'rful Rod confirm'd his Reft : 

Without Delay his crooked Faulchion drew, 

And at one fatal Stroke the Keeper flew. 

Down from the Rock fell the diſſever'd Head; 
Opening its Eyes in Death; and falling, bled; 

And mark d the Paſſage with a Crimſon Trail: 

Thus Argus lies in Pieces, cold and pale; 


And all his hundred Eyes, with all their Light, 


Are clos'd at once, in one perpetual Night. 
| Theſe Juno takes, that they no more may fail, 
And ſpreads them in her Peacock's gaudy Tail. 
IÜlmpatient to revenge her injur'd Bed, 
She wreaks her Anger on her Rival's Head; 
With Furies frights her from her native Home, 
And drives her gadding, round the World to roam; 
Nor ceas'd her Madneſs, and her Flight, before 
She touch'd the Limits of the Pharian Shore; 
At length, arriving on the Banks of Nile, 
| Wearied with Length of Ways, and worn with Toil, 
She laid her down; and leaning on her Knees 
| Invok'd the Cauſe of all her Miſeries ; „ 


Tyue Son of Jove, and as a God receiy'd ; 
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And caſt her languiſhing Regards above, 

For Help from Heav'n, and her ungratcful Jove. 
She ſigh'd, ſhe wept, ſhe low'd, *twas all ſhe cou'd ; 
And with Unkindueſs ſeem'd to tax the God. 

' Laſt, with an humble Pray'r, the begg'd Repoſe, 
Or Death, at leaſt, to finiſh all her Woes. | 

Jove heard her Vows, and with a flatt'ring Look, 
In her Behalf, to jealous Juno ſpoke. 

He caſt his Arms about her Neck, and ſaid, 

Dame, reft ſecure; no more thy nuptial Bed 

This Nymph ſhall violate ; by S:zx I ſwear, 

And every Oath that binds the Thunderer. 

The Goddeſs was appeas'd ; and at the Word 

Was Jo to her former Shape reſtor'd. 

The rugged Hair began to fall away; 

The Sweetneſs of her Eyes did only ſtay, 

Tho' not ſo large; her crooked Horns decreaſe ; 

The Wideneſs of her Jaws and Noftrils ceaſe ; 

Her Hoofs to Hands return in little Space, 

The five long taper Fingers take their Place, 
And nothing of the Heifer now is ſeen, 

Befide the native Whiteneſs of the Skin. 

Erected on her Feet ſhe walks again, 

And two the Duty of the four ſuſtain. 

She tries her Tongue ; her Silence ſoftly breaks, 

And fears her former Lowings when ſhe ſpe:ks : 

A Goddeſs now, through all th' Ægyptian State, 

And ſerv'd by Prieſts who in white Linen wait. 

Her Son was Epaphus, at length believ'd 
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Thus tax'd, he bluſh'd with Anger and with Shame; 
But Shame repreſs'd his Rage: the daunted Youth 


By Epaphus on you, and me your Son. 
He ſpoke in publick, told it to my Face, 
Nor durſt I vindicate the dire Diſgrace: 
Even I, the bold, the ſenſible of Wrong, 
Reſtrain'd by Shame was forc'd to hold my Tongue. 


But not to find an Anſwer is a worſe. 

If Lam Heav'n+begot, aſſert your Son N 
Buy ſome ſure Sign, and make my Father known, } | 
| To right my Honour, and redeem your own. | "ME 

He ſaid, and ſaying caſt his Arms about 

Her Neck, and begg'd her to reſolve the Doubt. 
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With Sacrifice ador'd, and publick Prayers, 

A common Temple with his Mother Shares. 

Equal in Vears, and rival in Renown 

With Epaphus, the youthful Phaeton } 
Like Honour claims; and boaſts his Sire the Sun. 


His haughty Looks, and his aſſuming Air, 


The Son of I/ could no longer bear: 

Thou tak'ſt thy Mother's Word too far, ſaid he, 
And haſt uſurp'd thy boaſted Pedigree. 

Go, baſe Pretender to a borrow'd Name. 


Soon ſeeks his Mother, and enquires the Truth: 
Mother, ſaid he, this Infamy was thrown 


To hear an open Slander, is a Curſe; 


Tiis hard to judge if Clymer? were mov'd 


1 More by his Pray'r, whom ſhe ſo dearly lov'd, 
Or more with Fury fir'd, to find her Name 
Traduc'd, and made the Sport of common Fame. 


She 
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She ſtretch'd her Arms to Heav'n, and fix'd her Eyes 

On that fair Planet that adorns the Skies : 

Now by thoſe Beams, faid ſhe, whoſe holy Fires 

Conſume my Breaſt, and kindle my Deſires; 

By him, who ſees us both, and chears our Sight, 

By him, the public Miniſter of Light, 

I ſwear that Sun begot thee ; if I lie, 

Let him his chearful Influence deny; 

Let him no more this perjur'd Creature ſee ;; | 

And ſhine on all the World but only me. 

If ſtill you doubt your Mother's Innocence, 

His Eaſtern Manſion is not far from hence 3, 5 

With little Pains you to his Le? go., 

And from himfelf your Parentage may know. 

With Joy th” ambitious Youth his Mother heard, 

And eager, for the Journey, ſoon prepar c. 

He longs the World beneath him to ſurvey ; 

To guide the Chariot, and to give the Day. 

From Moroes burning Sands he bends his Courſes, 

Nor leſs in India feels his Father's Force; 

His Travel urging, till he came in fight, 4 
And ſaw the Palace by the purple Light. Wy > 


The End of the Firſt Book. 
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Valores by Mr. Appi80N. 


The Story of PHAETON. 

HE Sun's bee Palace, « on a high Columns 

nais'd, 5 
With burniſt'd Gold and faming Jewels 

a | ah 

The folding Gates diffas'd a filver Light, 


: And with a milder Gleam refreſh'd the Sight; * 
Of poliſh' d Iv ry was the Cov'ring wrought: i 

The Matter vie'd not with the Sculptor's Thought, 
For in the Portal was difplay*d'on hig 


| (The Work of Vulcan) a fictitious Sky; 


A waving 
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A waving Sea th' inferior Earth embrac'd, 

And Gods and Goddeſſes the Waters grac d. 

Lgeon here a mighty Whale beſtrode; 

Triton and Proteus (the deceiving God) 

With Dori: here were carv'd, and all her Train, 

Some looſely ſwimming in the figur'd Main, 
While ſome on Rocks their dropping Hair divide, 

And ſome on Fiſhes through the Waters glide: 

Tho various Features did the Siſters grace, 

A Sifter's Likeneſs was in ev'ry Face. 

On Earth a diffrent Landſkip courts the Eyes, 


Aud Nymphs, and Streams, and Woods, and rural Dei 
Ober all, the Heav'ns refulgent Image ſhines; 

On either Gate were fix engraven Signs. | 

Here Phaeton, ſtill gaining on th* Aſcent, 

To his ſuſpected Father's Palace went, 

Till prefling forward through the bright Abode, 

He ſaw at Diſtance the illuſtrious Gd. 

4 He ſaw at Diftance, or the dazzling Light 

Had flaſh'd too ſtrongly on his aching Sight. 

The God fits high, exalted on a Throne 

Ot blazing Gems, with purple Garments on; 

The Hours, in order rang'd on either Hand, | 

And Days, and Months, and Years, and Ages ftand. 

Here Spring appears, with flow'ry Chaplets bound. 

Here Summer, in her wheaten Garland crown'd ; | 

Here Autumn the rich trodden Grapes beſmear z 5 
n Winter furers tb Reer. 


Men, Towns, and Beaſts in diſtant Proſpects riſe, } : 
ties. 
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For Anguiſh thrice his radiant Head he ſhook ; 
My Son, ſays he, ſome other Proof require, 
Ran was my Promiſe, raſh is thy Deſire. 
« Pd fain deny this Wiſh, which thou haſt made, 
Or, what I can't deny, wou'd fain diſſuade. 
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Phabu: beheld the Youth from off his Throne, 

That Eye, which looks on All was fix'd in One. 

He ſaw the Boy's Confuſion in his Face, 

Surpriz'd at all the Wonders of the Place ; 

And cries aloud, ** What wants my Son? for know 

« My Son thou art, and I muſt call thee fo, 
“Light of the World, the trembling Youth replies, 

& Illuſtrious Parent! fince you don't deſpiſe 


«© The Parent's Name, ſome certain Token give, 


4 That I may Clymen?'s proud Boaſt believe, A 


% Nor longer under falſe Reproaches grieve. 


The tender Sire was touch'd with what he ſaid, 
And flung the Blaze of Glories from his Head, 


And bid the Youth advance: My Son, ſaid he, 
Come to thy Father's Arms! for Clymene 


«© Has told thee true; a Parent's Name I own, 


And deem thee worthy to be call'd my Son. 
As a ſure Proof, make ſome Requeſt, and I, 

„ Whate'er it be, with that Requeſt comply; 
By Syx I ſwear, whoſe Waves are hid in Night, 


* And roul impervious to my piercing Sight.“ 
The Youth tranſported, aſks, without Delay, 


To guide the Sun's bright Chariot for a Day. 


The God repented of the Oath he took, 


Too vaſt and hazardous the Taſk appears, 
Nor ſuited to thy Strength, nor to thy Years. 


In adverſe Whirls, and flem the rapid Pole? 
But you, perhaps, may hope for pleaſing Woods, 
And ſtately Domes, and Cities fild with Gods; 

While through a thouſand Snares your Progreſs lies, 
Where Forms of ſtarry Monſters ſtock the Skies: 
For ſnhou d you hit the doubtful Way aright, 
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% Thy Lot is mortal, but thy Wiſhes fly 


„ Beyond the Province of Mortality: 
There is not one of all the Gods that dares 


% (However ſkill'd in other great Affairs) 


To mount the burning Axle- tree but I; 


Not Fove himiſelf, the Ruler of the Sky, 
That hurls the three · fork' d Thunder from above, 


* Dares try his Strength; yet who ſo ſtrong as J7ove? 


The Steeds climb up the firſt Aſcent with Pain, 
% And when the middle Firmament they gain, 
« If downward from the Heav'ns my Head 1 bow, 


: And fee the Earth and Ocean hang below, 
„ Ev'n I am ſeiz'd with Horror and Aﬀright, 
„And my own Heart miſgives me at the Sight. 


« A mighty Downfal ſteeps the Ev'ning Stage, 
«© And ſteddy Reins muſt curb the Horſes Rage. 
« Thetys herſelf has fear'd to ſee me drivn 
© Down headlong from the Precipice of Heav'n. 
« Beſides, confider what impetuous Force 
Turnus Stars and Planets in a diff*rent Courſe. 
I ſteer againſt their Motions ; noram I 

«« Borne back by all the Current of the Sky. 
But how cou'd you reſiſt the Orbs that roul 


* 


* 'The Bull with er * ſtands oppoſite; ˖ 
„ Next 
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% Next him the bright Hemonian Bow is ſtrung, 

« And next, the Lion's grinning Viſage hung: 

The Scorpion's Claws here claſp a wide Extent ; 

« And here the Crab's in leſſer Claſps are bent. 

4% Nor wou'd you find ĩt eaſy to compoſe 

4 The mettled Steeds, when from their Noſtrils flows 

« The ſcorching Fire, that in their Entrails glows, 

«© Ey*n I their head- ſtrong Fury ſcarce reſtrain, 

When they grow warm and reſtif to the Rein, 

„Let not my Son a fatal Gift require, 

« Buf, Oh! in time recall your raſh Deſire; 

« You'aſk a Gift that may your Parent tell, 

Let theſe my Fears your Parentage reveal; 

_ <* Andlearn a Father from a Father's Care: 1 
Look on my Face; or if my Heart lay bare, 

Cou' d you but look, you'd read the Father there. W 

« Chuſe out a Gift from Seas, or Earth, or Skies, 

« For open to your Wiſh all Nature lies, | 

6 Only decline this one unequal Taſk, 

% For *tis a Miſchief, not a Gift, you aſk. 

Lou aſk a real Miſchief, Phaeton : 

« Nay, hang not thus about my Neck, my gen: 

I grant your With, and Styx has heard my Voice, 

*« Chuſe what you will, but make a wiſer Choice.“ 

Thus did the God th' unwary Youth adviſe ; 

But he ſtill longs to travel through the Skies. 


When the ſond Father (for in vain he pleads) 


— length to the Yulcanian Chariot leads. 
A golden Axle did the Work uphold, . 
Gold was the Beam, the Wheels v were erb wich Gold. 
The 
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The Spokes in Rows of Silver pleas'd the Sight, 
The Seat with party-colour'd Gems was bright; 


polls ſhin'd amid the Glare of Light. 


The Youth with ſecret Joy the Work ſurveys, 
When now the Moon diſclos'd her purple Rays; 
The Stars were fled, for Lacifer had chas'd 

The Stars away, and fled himſelf at laſt, 

Soon as the Father ſaw the roſy Morn, 

And the Moon ſhining with a blunter Horn, 


He bid the nimble Hours, without Delay, 
Bring forth the Steeds ; the nimble Hour: obey : 
From their full Racks the gen'rous Steeds retire, 
Dropping ambroſial Foams, and ſnorting Fire. 


Still anxious for his Son, the God of Day, 


| To make him proof againſt the burning Ray, 
His Temples with celeſtial Ointment wet, 


Of ſov* reign Virtue to repel the Heat; 
Then fix'd the beamy Circle on his Head, 


And fetch'd a deep forboding Sigh, and faid, 
Take this at leaſt, this laſt Advice, my Son, 


Keep a ſtiff Rein, and move but gently on: 


The Courſers of themſelves will run too faſt, 


« Your Art muſt be to moderate their Haſte. 
% Drive em not on directly through the Skies, 


* But where the Zadiac's winding Circle lies, 
„Along the midmoſt Zone; but fally forth 
Nor to the diſtant South, nor ſtormy North. 
The Horſes' Hoofs a beaten Track will ſhow, 
5 5 « But neither mount too high, nor fink too low; 
« That no new Fires, or Heav'n or Earth infeſt 5 | ; 
00 Keep the mid _ the middle Way is beit. 


„% Nor 
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% Nor, where in radiant Folds the Serpent twines, - 
« Direct your Courſe, nor where the Altar ſhines. 
« Shun both Extreams ; the reſt let Fortune guide, 
& And better for thee than thyſelf provide 
4% See, while I ſpeak, the Shades diſperſe away, 
% Aurora gives the Promiſe of a Day; | 
& I'm call'd, nor can I make a longer Stay. 
© Snatch up the Reins ; or ſtill th Attempt forſake, 
« And not my Chariot, but my Counſel take, 
% While yet ſecurely on the Earth you ſtand ; 
% Nor touch the Horſes with too raſh a Hand. 
Let me alone to light the World, while you 
« Enjoy thoſe Beams which you may ſafely view.” - 
He ſpoke in vain ; the Youth with active Heat 
And ſprightly Vigour vaults into the Seat ; ; 
And joys to hold the Reins, and fondly gives 3 
Thoſe Thanks his Father with Remorſe receives. 
Mean while the reſtleſs Horſes neigh'd aloud, 
- Breathing out Fire, and pawing where they ſtood, 
Tethys, not knowing what had paſt, gave way, 
And all the Waſte of Heav'n before em lay. 
They ſpring together out, and ſwiftly bear 
The flying Youth thro? Clouds and yielding Air, 
With wingy Speed ouſtrip the Eaſtern Wind, 
And leave the Breezes of the Morn behind. 
The Youth was light, nor could he fill the Seat. 
5 Or poiſe the Chariot with its wonted Weight : 
But as at Sea th' unballaſs'd Veſſel rides, 

Caſt to and fro, the Sport of Winds and Tides ; | 
So in the bounding Chariot tofs'd on high, 


The Youth is N headlong through the Sky. * 


Vor. I. | F Soon 
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Soon as the Steeds perceive it, they forſake 
Their ſtated Courſe, and leave the beaten Truck. 
The Youth was in a Maze, nor did he know 
Which Way to turn the Reins, or where to go ; 
Nor would the Horſes, had he known, obey, 
Then the Scv'n Stars firſt felt Apollo's Ray, | 
And wiſh'd to dip in the forbidden Sea. 
The folded Serpent next the frozen Pole, 
Stiff and benumb'd before, began to roll, 
And rag'd with inward Heat, and threaten'd War, 
And ſhot a redder Light from ev'ry Star; 
Nay, and ' tis ſaĩd Bootes too, that fain 
Thou wou'dſt have fled, tho cumber'd with thy Wane. 
Izb' unhappy Youth then bending down his Head, 
Saw Earth and Ocean far beneath him ſpread. 
His Colour chang'd, he ſtartled at the Sight, 


And his Eyes darken'd by too great a Light. 


No cou'd he wiſk the fiery Steeds untry'd, 

His Birth obſcure, and his Requeſt deny'd : 

Now wou'd he Merops for his Father own, 

And quit his boaſted Kindred to the Sun, 

So fares the Pilot, when the Ship is toſt 

In troubled Seas, and all its Steerage loſt, 

He gives her to the Winds, and in Defpair, 

| Seeks his laſt Refuge in the Gods and Pray'r. 

| What cou'd he do? his Eyes, if backward caſt, 

Find a long Path he had already paſt ; 

If forward, ſtill a longer Path they find: 

Both he compares, and meaſures in his Mind; : 

And ſometimes caſts an Eye upon the Eaſt, 

And ſometimes looks on the forbidden Weſt, 7 
4 5 
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The Horſes' Names he knew not in the Fright, 


Nor wou'd he looſe the Reins, nor cou'd he — em 
right. 


Now all the Horrors of the Heav'ts he ſpies, 


And monſtrous Shadows of prodigious Size, 


That, deck'd with Stars, lie ſcatter'd o'er the Skies. 
There is a Place above, where Scorpio bent 
In Tail and Arms ſurrounds a vaſt Extent; 


In a wide Circuit of the Heav'ns he ſhines, 


And fills the Space of two Cœleſtial Signs. 


Soon as the Youth beheld him vex'd with Heat 
Brandiſh his Sting, and in his Poiſon ſweat, | 


Half dead with ſudden Fear, he dropt the Reitis ; 
The Horſes felt '*em looſe upon their Mains, 


And, flying out through all the Plains above, 


Ran uncontroul'd where- re their Fury drove; 
Ruſh'd on the Stars, and through a pathleſs Way 
Of unknown Regions hurry'd on the Day, 


And now above, and now below they flew, 


And near the Earth the burnin g Chariot drew. 


The Clouds diſperſe in Fumes, the wond'ring Mook 
Behold her Brother's Steeds beneath her on; 


The Highlands ſmoak, cleft by the piercing Rays, | 
Or, clad with Woods, in their own Fewel blaze. 


Next o'er the Plains, where ripen'd Harveſts grow, = 


' Therunning Conflagration ſpreads below. 


But theſe are trivial Ills : whole Cities burn, 


And peopled Kingdoms into Aſhes turn. 


The Mountains kindle as the Car draws near, 


Athos and Tank red with Fires appear 3 EY 
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Ocagrian Hemus (then a ſingle Name) 

And Virgin Helicon increaſe the Flame ; 
Taurus and Cete glare amid the Sky, 

And Ila, ſpight of all her Fountains, dry. 
Eryx, and Othrys, and Citheron, glow, 
And Rhegepe no longer cloath'd in Snow; 
High Pindus, Mimas, and Parna/i ur, (weat, 
And Ztna rages with redoubled Heat. 

Ev'n Scythia, thro' her hoary Regions warm'd, 
In vain with all her native Froſt was arm'd. 


Cover'd with Flames, the tow'ring Appenine, 


And Caucaſus, and proud Olympus, ſhine; 
And, where the long- extended Aps aſpire, 
Now ſtands a huge continu'd Range of Fire. 


Th' aſtoniſht Youth, where-c'er his Eyes could turn, 


Beheld the Univerſe around him burn : > 
The World was in a Blaze; nor could he bear 
The ſultry Vapours and the ſcorching Air, 
Which from below, as from a Furnace, flow'd ; 
And now the Axle-tree beneath him glow'd : | 


Oy Loſt in the whirling Clouds that round him broke, 5 


And white with Aſhes, hov'ring in the Smoke. 
He flew where- e er the Horſes drove, nor knew | 
Whither the Horſes drove, or where he flew. 
"Twas then, they ſay, the ſwarthy Moor begun 
To change his Hue, and blacken in the Sun. 
Then Libya firſt, of all her Moiſture drain d, 
Became a barren Waſte, a Wild of Sand. 
The Water-Nymphs lament their empty Urns, 
Bastia, robb'd of Surer ! mourns, 
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. The Fiſh in Sholes about the Bottom creep, 


Nor langer dares the crooked Dolphin leap : 8 oY * | 
SGaſping for Breath, th' unſhapen Phoce any. 7 


And on 2 the boiling Wave extended lie, 
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Corinth Pyrene's waſted Spring bewails, 
And Argos grieves whilſt Amymone fails. 

The Floods are drain'd from ev'ry diſtant Coaſt, 


Ev'n Tanais, tho? fix'd in Ice, was loſt. 
 Enrag'd Caicus and Jycormas roar, 


And Xanthus fated to be burnt once more. 


The fam'd Mæander, that unweary'd ſtrays 


Thro' mazy Windings, ſmoaks in ev'ry Maze. 
From his lov'd Babylon Euphrates flies; 
The big-ſwoln Ganges and the Danube riſe } 


In thick*ning Fumes, and darken half the Skies. 


In Flames [/menos and the Phaſis roll'd, 

And Tagus floating in his melted Gold. 

The Swans, that on Cayffer often try'd 

Their tuneful Songs, now ſung their laſt and dd. 2 
The frighted Mile ran off, and under Ground . 


Conceal'd his Head, nor can it yet be found; _ 
His ſev'n divided Currents all are dry, 


And where they roll'd, ſev'n gaping Trenches lye: 


No more the Rhine or Rhone their Courſe maintain, by. 
Nor Tiber, of his promis'd Empire vain. 


The Ground, deep-cleft, admits the dazzling Ray, 


And ſtartles Pluto with the Flaſh of Day, 
The Seas ſhrink in, and to the Sight diſcloſe _ | 
Wide naked Plains, where once their Billows roſe ;. 3. 
Their Rocks are all diſcover'd, and increaſe 


The Number of the ſcatter'd Cyclades. 
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Neves, and Doris with her Virgin Train, 

Seek out the laſt Receſſes of the Main; 

Beneath unfathomable Depths they faint, 


And ſecret in their gloomy Caverns pant, 


Stern Neptune thrice above the Waves upheld 


His Face, and thrice was by the Flames repell'd. 


The Earth at length, on ev'ry Side embrac'd 


With ſcalding Seas that floated ropnd her Waſte, 


When now ſhe felt the Springs and Rivers come, 
And crowd within the Hollow of her Womb, 


Up- lifted to the Heav'ns her blaſted Head, 


And clapt her Hand upon her Brows, and ſaid; |; 


But firſt, impatient of the ſultry Heat, | 
Sunk deeper down, and ſought a cooler Seat :) 


If you, great King of Gods, my Death e 
And I deſerve it, let me die by Je; 


« If I muſt periſh by the Force of Fire, 


Let me transfix'd with Thunderbolts expire. 
dee, whilſt I ſpeak, my Breath the Vapours choak, 
(For now her Face lay wrapt in Clouds of Smoke) 


6 See my ſing d Hair, behold my faded Eye, 
© And witherd Face, where Heaps of Cinders lie! 


* And does the Plough for this my Body tear ? 
This the Reward for all the Fruits I bear, } 
. Tortur'd with Rakes, and harraſs'd all the Vear? C 
1 That Herbs for Cattle daily I renew, 
* And Focd for Man, and Frankincenſe for you ? 


% But grant me guilty ; what has Neptune done ? 
« Why are his Waters boiling in the Sun? 


uc wavy Empire, which by Lot was given, 5 
0 * does it waſte, and further brink from Heaven? 
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« If I nor he your Pity can provoke, | 

« See your own Heav'ns, the Heav'ns begin to ſmoke ! 
« Shou'd once the Sparkles catch thoſe bright Abodes, 
% PDeſtruction ſeizes cn the Heav'ns and Gods 

4% 4/las becomes unequal to his Freight, 

« Andalmoft faints beneath the glowing Weight. 

« Tf Heav'n, and Earth, and Sea, together burn, 

« All muſt again into their Chaos turn, 

« Apply ſome ſpeedy Cure, prevent our Fare, 


% And ſuccour Nature, ere it be too late.“ 


She ceas'd, for choak*d with Vapours round her ſpread, 
Down to the deepeſt Shades ſhe ſunk her Head. 

Jove calld to witne!s ev*'ry Pow'r above, 
And ev'n the God, whoſe Son the Chariot drove, 
That what he acts he is compell'd to do, 
Or univerſal Ruin muſt enſue. 35 


Strait he aſcends the high Etherial Throne. 


From whence he us'd to dart his Thunder down, 

From whence his Show*rs and Storms he us'd to pour, 
But now cou'd meet with neither Storm nor Show? r. 
Then, aiming at the Youth, with lifted Hand, 


Full at his Head he hurl'd the forky Brand, 


In dreadful Thund'rings, Thus th Almighty Sire | 
| * d the Raging oſ the Fires with Fire. 


At once from Life and from the Chariot driv'n, 


; Th ambitious Boy fell thunder - ſtruck from Heav'n. 
The Horſes ſtarted with a ſudden Bound, : 
And flung the Reins and Chariot to the Ground : 
The ſtudded Harnefs from their Necks they broke, 
Here fell Wheel, and here a Silver Spoke, = 
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Here were the Beam and Axle torn away; 

And, ſcatter d o'er the Earth the ſhining Fragments wk 
The breathleſs Phaeton, with flaming Hair, 

Shot from the Chariot, like a falling Star, 

That in a Summer's Ev*ning from the Top 

Of Heav'n drops down, or ſeems at leaſt to drop; 
Till on the Po his blaſted Corps was hurld, 

Far from his Country, in the Weſtern World. 


PHAETON's Siſters transformed into Trees. 


The Latian Nymphs came round him, and, amaz'd, 

On the dead Youth, transfix'd with Thunder, gaz d; 
And, whilſt yet ſmoaxing from the Bolt he lay, 
His ſhatter'd Body to a Tomb convey, 

And o'er the Tomb an Epitaph deviſe: | 

* Here he, who drove the Sun's bright Chariot, lies; ; 


— « His. Father's fiery Steeds he cou'd not guide, 


« But in the glorious Enterprize he dy'd. 
Apollo hid his Face, and pin'd for Grief, 

And, if the Story may deſerve Belief, 
The Space of one whole Day is ſaid to run, 
From Morn to wonted Eye without a Sun: 
—- he burning Ruins, with a fainter Ray, 
Supply the Sun, and counterfeit a Day, 
A Day that ſtill did Nature's Face diſcloſe : 
This Comfort from the mighty Miſchief roſe. - 
But Clymene, enrag d with Grief, laments, | 
And as her Grief inſpires, her Paſſion vents : 
Wild for her Son, and frantick in her Woes, _ 
With Hair diſhevelPd round the World ſhe goes, 
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And hugs the Marble to her throbbing Heart. 


(A fruitleſs Tribute to their Bro:her's Urn) 


And call aloud for Phaeton in vain : 


So long the Mother and the Daughters mourn'd: 
| When now the eldeſt, Phaethu/a, ftrove 
To reſt her weary Limbs, but could not move; 
| Lanetia would have help'd her, but ſhe found 
| Herſelf with-held, and rooted to the Ground: : 
A third in wild Affliction, as the grieves, wh IMA 
Would rend her Hair, but fills her Hands with Leaves; $. 
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To ſeek where e' er bis Body might be caſt ; 
Till, on the Borders of the Po, at laſt 

The Name inſcrib'd on the new Tomb appears. 

The dear dear Name ſhe bathes in flowing Tears, 
Hangs o'er he Jomb, unable to depart, h 


Her Daughters too lament, and ſigh and mourn, 
And beat their naked Boſoms, and complain, 
All the long Night their mournful Watch they key, 


And all the Day fland round the Tomb and weep. 
Four Times revolving the full Moon return'd, 


One ſees her Thighs transform'd, another views 


Her Arms ſhot out, and branching into Boughs. 
And now their Legs, and Breaſts, and Bodies food 
Cruſted with Bark, and hard'ning into Wood, 


But ſtill above were female Heads diſplay'd, 


And Mouths, that call'd the Mother to their Aid. 


What cou'd alas! the weeping Mother do? . _ _:: 
From this to that with eager Haſte ſhe flew, 4. 80 * 
And kils'd her ſprouting Daughters as they grew). 


She tears the Bark that to each Body cleaves, 


Aud from their verdant Fingers {trips the Leaves: A. 
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The Blood came trickling, where ſhe tore away 

The Leaves and Bark: The Maids were heard to ſay, 

& Forbear, miftaken Parent, Oh! forbear; 

„A wounded Da ghter in each Iree you tear; 

«© Fare wel for ever.” Here the Bark encreas'd, 

Clos'd on then Faces, and their Words ſuppreſs'd. 
Th made Trees in Tears of Amber run, 

V  e», hardeit'd into Value by the Sun, 

D it:lt for ever on the Streams below: 

The lim id Streams their radiant Treaſure ſhow, 

Mixt in the Sand; whence the rich Drops convey'd | 

Shine in the Dreſs of the bright Latian Maid. | 


_ The Transformation of Cyexvus into a Swan. 


chens deheld the Nymphe transform d, ally d 
To their dead Brother on the mortal Side, 
In Friendſhiꝑ and Affection nearer bound, 
He left the Cities and the Realms he own'd, : ; 
Through pathleſs Fields and lonely Shores to range, 
And Waods made thicker by the Siſter's Change. 
_ Whilſt here, within the diſmal Gloom alone, 
The melancholy Monarch made his Moan, 
His Voice was leflen'd as he try d to ſpeak, 
And iſſu'd through a long-extended Neck; 
His Hair transforms to Down, his Fingers meet I 
In ſkinny Films, and ſhape his oary Feet; l 
From both his Sides the Wings and Feathers break ; 3 
And from his Mouth proceeds a blunted Beak: _ 
All Cycnus now into a Swan was turn d, 
Who. mail æmemb' ring bow his Kinſman burn'd, 


To 
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To ſolitary Pools and Lakes renres, 
And loves the Waters as oppos'd to Fires, 
Mean-while 4þo/l+ in a gloomy Shade 
(The native Luſtre of his Brows decay'd) 
Indulging Sorrow, fickens at the Sight 
Ot his own Sunſhine, and abhors he Light: 
The hidden Griefs, that in his Boſom re, 
S..dden his Looks, and overcalt his Eyes, 
As when ſome duſky Orb obſtructs his Ray, 
And ſullies in a dim Eclipſe the Day. 
Low ſecretly with inward Griefs he pin'd, 
Now warm Reſentments to his Griefs he join d, 
And now renounc'd his Office to Mankind. 
„ Ee ſince the Birth of Time, ſaid he, Pe borne. 
« A long ungrateful Toil, without Return; 


Let now ſome other manage, if he dare, 


The fiery Steeds, and mount the burning Car; * 
64 Or, if none elſe, let Jove his Fortune try, 
And learn to lay his murd' ring Thunder by; 
Then will he own, perhaps, but own too late, 
My Son deſerv'd not fo ſevere a Fate.” 
The Gods ſtand round him as he mourns, and pray 
He would reſume the Conduct of the Day, 
Nor let the World be loſt in endleſs Night: 
 Fove too himſelf deſcending from his Height, 
Excuſes what had happen'd, and intreats, 
Majeftically mixing Pray'rs and Threats. 
Prevail'd upon at length, again he took 
The harneſs'd Steeds, that fill with Horror ſhook, 
And plies em with the Laſh, and whips em on, 
' And as he ST upbraids em with his Go 
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The Story of CAL Is ro. 
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The Day was ſettled in its Courſe ; and Jere 
Walk'd the wide Circuit of the Heavens above, 
To ſearch if any Cracks or Flaws were made; 

But all was ſafe : The Earth he then ſurvey'd, 
And caſt an Eye on ev'ry diff*rent Coaſt, 
And every Land ; but on Arcadia moſt. 
Her Fields he cloach'd, and chear'd her blaſted Face 
With running Fountains, and with ſpringing Graſs. i 
No Tracks of Heav*n's deſtructive Fire remain, | 
The Fields and Woods revive, and Nature ſmiles again. 
But as the God walk'd to and fro the Earth, 
And rais'd the Plants, and gave the Spring its Birth, 
Buy chance a fair ArcadianNymph he view'd, 
And felt the lovely Charmer in his Blood. 
The Nymph nor ſpun nor dreſs'd with artful Pride, 
Her veſt was gather'd up, her Hair was ty'd ; 
Now in her Hand a ſlender Spear ſhe bore, 
Now a light Quiver on her Shoulders wore; 
To chaſte Diana from her Youth inclin'd, 
The fpri ghtly Warriors of the Wood ſhe join'd. 
Diana too the gentle Huntreſs lov'd, TIER 
Nor was there one of all the Nymphs that rov'd 
Ober Menalus, amid the maiden Throng, 
More favour'd once; but Favour laſts not long. 
be Sun now ſhone in all its Strength, and drove . 
The heated Virgin panting to a Grove; . 1 5 
The Grove around a grateſul Shadow caſt : —_ 
She dropt her Arrows, and her Bow unbrac a; ; 


She 
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She flung herſelf on the cool graſſy Bed; 

And on the painted Quiver rais'd her Head, 
Feve ſaw the charming Huntreſs unprepar'd, 
Stretch'd on the verdaat Turf without a Guard, 
Here am ſafe, he cries, from Juno's Eye; 
Or ſhould my jealous Queen the Theft deſcry, 
© Yet would I venture on a Theft like This, 

« And ſtand her Rage for ſuch, for ſuch a Bliſs !” 

| Diana's Shape and Habit ſtrait he took, 3 
Soften'd his Brows, and ſmooth'd his awful Look, $: 

And mildly in a Female Accent ſpoke. 

| „How fates my Girl? How went the Morning Chace! 8 

To whom the Virgin, ſtarting from the Graſs, 
« All hail, bright Deity, whom I prefer 
To Jove himſelf, tho Jove himſelf were here.“ 
The God was nearer than ſhe thought, and heard 
Well-pleas'd himſelf before himſelf preferr'd. 

Hie then ſalutes her with a warm Embrace; 1 
And, ere ſhe half had told the Morning Chace, 
With Loveenflam'd, and eager on his Bliſs, 

Smother'd her Words, and ſtopp'd her with a Kifs 3 

His Kiſſes with unwonted Ardour glow'd, | 
Nor could Diana's Shape conceal the God. 

The Virgin did whate'er a Virgin cou'd; | 

(Sure Juno muſt have pardon'd, had ſhe view'd) 
With all her Might againſt his Force ſhe ſtrove ; 

A But how can mortal Maids contend with Jove? ? 

Pofleft at length of what his Heart deſir'd, 

Back to his Heav'ns th' exulting God rd. 

| The lovely Huntreſs riſing from the Graſs, 

With don n- caſt Eyes, and with a bluſhing Face, 
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By Shame confoinded, and by Fear diſmay'd, 
Flew from the Covert of the guilty Shade, 
And almoſt, in the Tumult of her Mind, 
Left her forgotten Bow and Shafts behind. 

But now Diana, with a 'prghtly Train 
Of quiver'd Virgins, bounding o'er the Plain, 
Call'd to the Nymph ; the Nymph began te fear 
A ſecond Fraud, a Jove diſguis'd in her; 
But, when ſhe ſaw the Syſter Nymphs, ſuppreſs'd 
Her riſing Fears, and mingled with. the reſt. 
How in the Look does conſcious Guilt appear! ; 
Slowly the mov'd, and loiter'd in the Rear; f 
Nor lightly tripp'd, nor by the Goddeſs ran, f 
As once he us'd, the foremoſt of the Train. 
Her Looks were fluſh'd, and ſullen was her Mien, 8 
That ſure the Virgin Goddeſs (had ſhe been 8 
Aught but a Virgin) muſt the Guilt have ſeen, " 
Tis ſaid the Nymphs ſaw all, and gueſs'd aright : : 
And now the Moon had nine Times loſt her Light, 
When Dian, fainting in the mid-day Beams, 
Found a cool Covert and refreſhing Streains, - 
That in ſoft Murmurs thro? the Foreſt flow'd, | 


And a ſmooth Bed of ſhining Gravel ſhow'd. | 
A Covert fo obſcure, and Streams ſo clear, 5 ; 
The Goddeſs prais'd : © And now no Spies are non; - 
1 


Lets ſtrip, my gentle Maids, and waſh, ſhe cries.” 
Pleas'd with the Motion, ev'ry Maid complies; 
Only the bluſhing Huntreſs ſtood confus d, 

And form'd Delays, and her Delays excus'd; 

In vain excus'd: her Fellows. round her preſs'd,. 

Aud the reluctant Nymph by Force undreſs d, 


The 
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The naked Huntreſs all her Shame reveal'd, 


In vain her Hands the pregnant Womb conceal'd; 
« Begone ! the Goddeſs cries with ſtern Diſdain, 


% Begone ! nor dare the hallow'd Stream to ſtain :* E 
She fled, for ever baniſh'd from the Train. 


This Juno heard, who long had watch'd her Time 
To puniſh the deteited Rival's Crime; 
The Time was come; for, to enrage her more, 
A lovely Boy the teeming Rival bore. 
'The Goddeſs caſt a furious Look, and cry'd, 


44 It is enough ! Pm fully ſatisfy' d! 


«© This Boy ſhall ſtand a living Ma k, to prore 


„ My Huſband's Baſeneſs, and the Strumpet's Love: 


« But Vengeance ſhall awake: thoſe guilty Charms 
& That drew the Thunderer from Jane's Arms, 


% No longer ſhall their wonted Force retain, 
Nor pleaſe the God, nor make the Mortal vain.” 


This ſaid, her Hand within her Hair ſhe wound, 
Swung her to Earth, and dragg'd her on the Ground ; 
The proſtrate W retch lifts up her Arms in Pray'r ; 
Her Arms grow ſhaggy, and deform'd with Hair, 
Her Nails are ſharpen'd into pointed Claws, 


Her Hands bear half her Weight, and turn to Paws z 


Her Lips, that once could tempt a God, dezin 


To grow diſtorted in an ugly Grin. 


And, leſt the ſupplicating Brute might reach 


Tbe Ears of Zove, ſhe was depriv'd of Speech: 
Her ſurly Voice thro' a hoarſe Paſſage came 

In ſavage Sounds: her Mind was till the ſame, 

The Furry Menfter fix d her Eyes above, 


And heav'd her new unweildy Paws to ove, 
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And begg'd his Aid with inward Groans ; and tho“ 
She could not call him falſe, ſie thought him ſo. 
Ho did ſhe fear to lodge in Woods alone, 

And haunt the Fields and Meadoss, once her own ! 
How often would the deep mouth'd Dogs purſue, 

| Whilſt from her Hounds the frighted Huntreſs flew ! 
How did ſhe fear her Fellow-Brutes, and ſhun 
The ſhaggy Bear, tho' now herſelf was one! 

How from the Sight of rugged Wolves retire, 

Altho' the grim Iycaon was her Sire! 

But now her Son had fifteen Summers told, 

Fierce at the Chace, and in the Foreſt bold ; 

When, as he beat the Woods in queſt of Prey, 
He chanc'd to rouze his Mother where ſhe lay. 
She knew her Son, and kept him in her Sight, 
And fondly gaz'd : the Boy was in a Fright, 
And aim'd a pointed Arrow at her Breaſt, 
And would have flain his Mother in the Beaſt ; 
But Jove forbad, and ſnatch'd 'em thro' the Air 
In Whirlwinds up to Heav'n, and fix'd *em there! 
Where the new Conftellations nightly riſe, 
And add a Luftre to the Northern Skies. 

When Juno ſaw the Rival in her Height, 
Spangled with Stars, and circled round with Light, 
She ſought Old Ocean in his deep Abodes, 

And Tethys, both rever'd among the Gods. 

They aſk what brings her there : ** Ne'er aſk, ſays he, 
Wbat brings me here, Heav'n is no Place for me. 
« You'll ſee, when Night has cover'd all Things o' er, 
00 Jess any Baſtard and triumphant Whore — 
6 © Uſurp 
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« Uſurp the Heav'ns; you'll ſee em proudly roll 
In their new Orbs, and brighten all the Pole. 
. * And who ſhall now on Funo's Altars wait, 


When thoſe ſhe hates grow greater by her Hate 2 
on the Nymph a brutal Form impreſs'd, 
Jove to a Goddeſs has transform'd the Beaſt ; 

„ This, this was all my weak Revenge could do: 
* But let the God his chaſte Amours purſue, 
And, as he acted after /-'s Rape, 

5 Reſtore th* Adultreſs to her former Shape; 


Then may he caſt his ano off, and lead 
The great Lycaon's Offspring to his Bed. 


% But you, ye venerable Pow'rs, be kind, N 
« And, if my Wrongs a due Reſentment find, 


Receive not in your Waves their ſetting Beanis, 


& Nor let the glaring Strumpet taint your Streams.“ 
The Goddeſs ended, and her Wiſh was given. 


Baack ſhe return'd in Triumph up to Heav'n ; 


Her gaudy Peacocks drew her thro* the Skies, 
Their Tails were ſpotted with a thouſand Eyes; 
The Eyes of Argus on their Tails were rang'd, 


Atthe lame Time the Raven's Colour * 


The Story of Con o. and Birth of 
AsCULAPIUS. 


The 3 Ou in * A was WY 


Ho White as the whiteſt Dove's unſully'd Breaſt, 
Fair as the Guardian of the Capitol. JP 
Gott 2 the Sw. an; a . and N Fowl; 
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His Tongue, his prating Tongue had chang'd him quite 
To ſooty Blackneſs, from the pureſt White, 
The Story of his Change ſhall here be told. 
In The/aly there liv'd a Nymph of old, 
Coronis named; a peerleſs Maid ſhe ſhin'd, 
Confeſt the faireſt of the fairer Kind. 
Apollo lov'd her, till her Guilt he knew, 
While true ſhe was, or whilſt he thought her true. 
But his own Bird the Raven chanc'd to find 
The falſe one with a ſecret Rival join'd. 
Coronis begg'd him to ſuppreſs the Tale, 
But could not with repeated Pray' rs prevail. | 
HFis milk-white Pinions to the God he ply'd ; 1 
The buſy Daw flew with him, Side by Side, | 
And by a thouſand teizipg Queſtions drew 7 
Th' important Secret from him as they fle w. 
The Daw gave honeſt Counſel, tho? deſpis'd, 
And, tedious in her Tattle, thus advis'd, 
Stay, filly Bird, th' ill-natur'd Taſk refuſe, 
Nor be the Beaxer of unwelcome News. | 
« Be warn'd by my Examp'e : you diſcern — 
« What now I am, and what I was ſhall learn. AJ 
% My fooliſh Honeſty was all my Crime; 
4. Then hear my Story. Once upon A Time, 
% The two-ſhap'd EriAhonius had his Birth 
« (Without a Mother) from the teeming Earth; 
„ Mizerpa nurs'd him, and the Infant laid 
% Within a Cheſt, of twining Oſiers made, 
„The Daughters of King Cecrops undertook 
Jo guard the Cheſt, commanded not to look b 
3 e 8 « On 
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« On what was hid within. I ſtood to ſee 

The Charge obey'd, perch'd on a neighb'ring Tree. 

4 The Siſters Pandreſos and Herse keep 

« The ſtric̃t Command; Asglauros needs would peep, 

And ſa the monſtrous Infant, in a Fright, 

« And call'd her Siſters to the hideous Sight: 

« A Boy's ſoft Shape did to the Waiſt prevail, 

« But the Boy ended in a Dragon's Tail. 

J told the ſtern Minerva all that paſs'd, | 

But for my Pains, diſcarded and diſgrac'd, FE 

„% The frowning Goddeſs drove me from her Sight, 

And for her Fav'rite choſe the Bird of Night. 

< Be then no Tell-Tale; for I think my Wrong 

= Enough to teach a Bird to hold her Tongue. 

But you, perhaps, may think I was remov'd, 

As never by the heavenly Maid belov'd: | 

« But I was lov'd; aſk Pallas if I lies; 

4 Tho? Palla hate me now, ſhe won't deny: 

« For I, whom in a feather'd Shape you view, 3 

% Was once a Maid (by Heav'n the Story's true) 

% A blooming Maid, and a King's Danghter too. 

A Crowd of Lovers own'd my Beauty's Charms 

« My Beauty was the Cauſe of all my Harm; 

© Neptune, as on his Shores I wont to rore, 

« Obferv'd mein my Walks, and fell in Love. 

He made his Courtſhip, he confeſs'd his Pain, 

And offer'd Force, when all his Arts were vain; 

Swift he purſu'd ; I ran along the Strand, 

rm, Pons and e. the ſinking Sand, 3 
"1 fhriek'd 
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& I ſhriek'd aloud, with Cries I fill'd the Air 7 
% To Gods and Men; nor God nor Man was there: j 
A Virgin Goddefs heard a Virgin's Pray'r, 
© For, as my Arms I lifted to the Skies, 
* I ſaw black Feathers from my Fingers riſe : 
e ſtrove to fling my Garment on the Ground, 

* My Garment turn'd to Plumes, and girt me round: 
My Hands to beat my naked Boſom try ; 

Nor naked Boſom now nor Hands had I: 

* Lightly I tript, nor weary as before _ | 
Sunk in the Sand, but ſkimm'd along the Shore 3 

© Till, riſing on my Wings, I was preterr'd 

& To be the chaſte Minerwa's Virgin Bird : 

© Preferr'd in vain ! I now am in Diſgrace 3 
_ * NzAimene the Owl enjoys my Place, | 
On her inceſtuous Life I need not dwell, 
(In Lesbos ſtill the horrid Tale they tell) 
And of her dire Amours you muſt have heard, 
For which ſhe now does Penance in a Bird, 

That conſcious of her Shame, avoids the Light, 
And loves the gloomy Cov'ring of the Night; 
The Birds, where-e er ſhe flutters, ſcare away 
The hooting Wretch, and drive her from the Day. 
The Raven, urg'd by ſuch Impertience, 

Grew paſſionate, it ſeems, and took Offence, 

And curſt the harmleſs Daw ; the Daw withdrew : 

The Raven to her injur'd Patron flew, 

And found him out, and told the fatal Truth, 

Of falſe Coronis and the fayour'd Youth, 5 
3 &$ OE go a er The 
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is Silver Bow and feather'd Shafis he took, 


That he ſhould fall, and Two expire in One?“ 


And gave him to the Centaur Chiron's Charge: 
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The God was wroth; the Colour left his Look, | 
The Wreath his Head, the Harp his Handforſook : | 


And lodg'd an Arrow in the tender Breaſt, 

That had ſo often to his own been preſt. | 
Down fell the wounded Nymph, and ſadly groan d, 
And pull'd his Arrow reeking from the Wound; 
And welt'ring in her Blood thus faintly cry'd, 

« Ah cruel God! tho? I have juftly dy d, 

4% What has, alas! my unborn Infant done, 


'This ſaid, in Agonies ſhe fetch'd her Breath. 
The God diſſolves in Pity at her Death; 


le hates the Bird that made her Falſhood known, . 


And hates himſelf for what himſelf had done; 


8 The feather'd Shaft, that ſent her to the Fates, ; 
And his own Hand, that ſent the Shaft, he hates, 


Fain would he heal the Wound, and eaſe her Pain, 
And tries the Compaſs of his Art in vain. 

Soon as he ſaw the lovely Nymph expire, 

The Pile made ready, and the kindling Fire, 

With Sighs and Groans her Obſequies he kept, 
And, if a God could weep, the God had wept. 


Her Corps he kiſs'd, and heav'nly Incenſe brought, 
And ſolemniz'd the Death himſelf had wrought. 


But leſt his Offspring ſhould her Fate partake, 
Spight of th' immortal Mixture in his Make, 
He ript her Womb, and ſet the Child at large, 
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Then in his Fury black'd the Raven o'er, 
And bad him prate iti his white Plumes no more, 


OcCYRRAOE transform'd into a Mare. 


Old Chiron'took the Babe with ſecret Joy, 

Proud of the Charge of the Celeſtial Boy. 
His Daughter tov, whom on the Sandy Shore 
The Nymph C3aricle to the Centaur bore, 
With Hair diſhevel'd on her Shoulders, came 
To ſee the Child; Ocyrrboe was her Name; 
She knew het Father's Arts, and could rehearſe 
The Depths of Prophecy in ſounding Verſe. 
Once, as the ſacred Infant ſhe ſurvey d, 

The God was kindled in the raving Maid, 
And thus ſhe utter'd her Prophetic Tale; 
„Hail great Phyſician of the World, all-hail; 
« Hail, mighty Infant, who in Years to come 
4 Shalt heal the Nations, and defraud the Tomb; 
40 Swift be thy Growth! thy Triumphs unconfin'd 
„ Make Kingdoms thicker, and increaſe Mankind. 
« Thy daring Art ſhall animate the Dead, 
« And draw the Thunder on thy guilty Head: 
« Then ſhalt thou dye, but from the dark Abode 
= i Riſe up victorious and be twice a God. | 
% And thou; my Sire, not deſtin'd by thy Birth. 
« To turn to Duft, and mix with common Earth, 
% How wilt thou toſs, and rave, and long to die, 
4˙ And a thy Claim to Immortality; 8 
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„% When thou ſhalt feel; enrag'd with inward Pains, 
« The Hydra's Venom rankling in thy veins ? 


The Gods, in Pity, ſhall contract thy Date, 


« And give thee over to the Pow'r of Fate.“ 

Thus ent'ring into Deſtiny, the Maid 

The ſecrets of offending Joe betray'd : 

More had the ſtill to ſay ; but now appears wn 
Oppreſs'd with'Sobs and Sighs, and drown'd in Tears. 


„ My Voice, ſays ſhe is gone, my Language fails ; 
« Through ev'ry Limb my kindred Shape prevails : 


&« Why did the God this fatal Gift impart, 
% And with prophetic Raptures ſwell my Heart! 
« What new Defires are theſe ? I long to pace 


* . 


Ober flow'ry Meadows, and to feed on Graſs ; ; 
] haſten to a Brute, a Maid no more; 


« But why, alas] am I transform'd all o er 
% My Sire does half a human Shape retain, 


And in his upper Parts preſerves the Man.” 


Her Tongue no more diſtin& Complaints affords, 


But in ſhrill Accents and miſ-ſhapen Words 


Pours forth ſuch hideous Wailings as declare 


The human Form confounded in the Mare . 


Till by degrees accompliſh'd in the Beaſt, 


She neigh'd outright, and all the Steed expreſt. 
Fer ſtooping Body on her Hands is born, 

Her Hands are turn'd to Hoofs, and ſhed in Horn, 
Her yellow Treſſes ruffle in a Mane, 
And in a flowing Tail ſhe friſks her Train. 


The Mare was finiſt'd in her Voice and Look, 
And a new Name from the new Figure took, 3 
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The Transformation of BAT u 8 10 a 
Touch-ſtone. 

Sore wept the Centaur, and to Phabus pray'd ; 
But how cou'd Phebus give the Centaur Aid ? 
Degraded of his Pow'r by angry Jeve, 

In Elis then a Herd of Beeves he drove; 

And wielded ia his Hand a Staff of Oak, 

And o'er his Shoulders threw the Shepherd's Cloak ; 

On ſeven compacted Reeds he us'd to play, 

And on his rural Pipe to waſte the Day. 

As once attentive to his Pipe he play'd, 
The crafty Hermes from the God convey'd 

A Drove that ſep'rate from their Fellows ſtray d. 
' The Theft an old infidious Peaſant view'd, 
(They call'd him Batius in the Neighbourhood) | — 


Hir'd by a wealthy Pylian Prince to feed 


His fav'rite Mares, and watch the gen'rous Breed. 
The thieviſh God ſuſpected him, and took 
The Hind afide, and thus in Whiſpers ſpoke ; 

« Diſcover not the Theft, whoe'er thou be, 

& And take that milk-white Heifer for thy Fee. 
« Go Stranger, cries the Clown, ſecurely on, 
© That Stone ſhall ſooner tell, and ſhow'd a Stone. 
The God withdrew, but trait return'd again, | 

In Speech and Habit like a Country Swain ; = 
And cries out, Neighbour haſt thou ſeen a Stray 
Of Bullocks and of Heifers paſs this Way? ? 
In the Recov'ry of my Cattle join, 
A Bullock and a Heifer mall be thine,” - 


The 
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The Peaſant quick replies, You'll find em there 
« In yon dark Vale; and in the Vale they were. 
The double Bribe had his falſe Heart beguil'd: 
The God, ſucceſsful in the Trial, ſail'd ; 
« And doſt thou thus betray my ſelf to me? 
« Me to my ſelf doſt thou betray? ** ſays he: 
Then to a Tonch-flone turns the faithlels Spy; 
And 1 in his Name records his Infamy. 


The Story of AGLAUROs transform'd. inte 
a Statue. 


This done, the God flew up on high, and paſed 
O'er lofty Athens, by Minerva grac d, 


And wide Munichia, whilſt his Eyes ſurvey 
All the vaſt Region that beneath him lay. 
| "Twas now the Feaſt, when each Athenian Mad 
Her yearly Homage to Mizerve paid ; 
In Canifters, with Garlands cover d oer, 
High on their Heads, their myſtick Gifts they bore : 
And now, returning in a ſolemn Train, 
The Troop of ſhining Virgins fill'd the Plain.” 
| The God well pleas'd beheld the pompous Show, 
And ſaw the bright Proceflion paſs below; 
Then veer'd about, and took a wheeling Flight, 
And hover'd o'er them: As the ſpreading Kite, 
| That ſmells the ſlaughter'd Victim from on Ms 
Flies at a Diſtance, if the Prieſts are nigh, 
And fails around and keeps it in her Eye; 


1 So kept the God the Virgin Quire in view, 


And in flow winding Circles round them flew, 
Vol. . 1 8 As 


— ͤ— , 
=y 


Jour Siſter, and to make an Aunt of you; |} 
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As Lucifer excells the meaneſt Star, 
Or, as the full-orb'd Pele Lucifer; 
So much did Herſ all the reſt outvy, 
And gave a Grace to the Solemnity. 


Book IT. 


Hermes was fir'd, as in the Clouds he hung: 


So the cold Bullet, that with Fury flung 

From Balearick Engines mounts on high, 

Glows in the Whirl, and burns along the Sky. 

At length he pitch'd upon the Ground, and ſhow'd 
The Form Divine, the Features of a God. 


He knew their Vertue o'er a Female Heart, 


And yet he ſtri ves to better them by Art. 


He hangs his Mantle looſe, and ſets to ſhow 
_ The golden Edging on the Seum below; 


Adjuſts his flowing Curls, and in his Hand 


Waves, with an Air, the Sleep-procuring Wand; . 


The glitt'ring Sandals to his Feet applies, 


And to each Heel the well-trim'd Pinion ties. 


His Ornaments with niceſt Art diſplay'd, 


He ſeeks th' Apartment of the Royal Maid. 
The Roof was all with poliſh'd Iy'ry lind. 
That richly mix'd, in Clouds of Tortoiſe ſhin'd. 
Three Rooms, contiguous, in a Range were * . 
The Midmoſt by the beauteous Her/e grac'd ; 
Her Virgin Siſters lodged on either Side. 


delauros firſt th* approaching God deſcry'd, 
d, as he eroſs d her Chamber, aſk'd his Name. 


And what his Buſineſs was, and whence he came, 


« I come, reply'd the God, from Heav'n to woo 


= N 
* 
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« I am the Son and Meſſenger of Fove, 
« My Name is Mercury, my Bus'neſs Love 3 
« Do you, kind Damſel, take a Lover's Part, 


« And gain Admittance to your Siſter's Heart. * 
| She ſtar'd him in the Face with Looks amaz'd, 


As when ſhe on Aznerva's Secret gaz d, 
And aſks a mighty Treaſure for her Hire; 
And, *till he brings it, makes the God retire, 


Minerva griev'd to ſee the Nymph ſucceed; 
And now rememb'ring the late impious Deed, 


When, diſobedient to her ſtrict Command, 


She touch'd the Cheſt with an unhallow'd Hand, 
In big-ſwoln Sighs her inward Rage expreſs'd, 


That heav'd the riſing gi on her E reaſt 3 
Then ſought out Emvy in her dark Abode, 


Defil'd with ropy Gore and Clots of Blood. 

Shut from the Winds, and from the wholeſome Skies, 
In a deep Vale the gloomy Dungeon lies, TET 
| Diſmal and cold, where not a Beam of Light 


Invades the Winter, or diſturbs the Night. 
Directiy to the Cave her Courſe the ſteer d; © 9 
Againſt the Gates her martial Lance ſhe rear'd; 3 4 


Ihe Gates flew open, and the Fiet d appear d. 


A pois' nous Morſel in her Teeth ſhe chew'd, 
And gorg'd the Fleſh of Vipers for her Food. 
Minerva loathing turn'd away ker Eye; 
The hideous Monſter, riſing heavily, 


Came ſtalking forward with a ſullen Pace, 

And left ber mangled Offals on the Place. 
Soon as ſhe ſaw the Goddeſs gay and bright, 
She fetch 4 a Groan at ſuch a chearful Sight. 


G 2 Livid 
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Livid and meagre were her Looks, her Eye 
In foul diſtorted Glances turn'd awry ; 
A Hoard of Gall her inward Parts poſſeſs'd, 
And ſpread a Greenneſs o'er her canker'd Breaſt ; 
Her Teeth were brown with Ruft, and from her Tongue, 
In dangling Drops, the ſtringy Poiſon hung. 
She never ſmiles but when the wretched weep, 
Nor lulls. her Malice with a Moment's Sleep, 
Reſtleſs in Spite ; while watchful to deſtroy, 
She pines and ſickens at another's Joy; 
| Foe to herlelf, diſtreſſing and diſtreſt, 
| She bears her own Tormentor in her Breaſt. 
The Goddeſs gave (for ſhe abhorr'd her Sight) 
A ſhort Command: To Athens ſpeed thy F light; Se 
2 On curſt Aglauro: try thy utmoſt Art, 
% And fix thy rankeſt Venoms in her Heart.” 
This ſaid, her Spear the puſh'd againſt the Ground, 
And mounting from it with an active Bound, 
Flew off to Heav'n : the Hag, with Eyes aſkew, 
Look d up, and mutter'd Curſes as the flew ; # 
For ſore ſhe fretted, and began to grieve 
At the Succeſs which ſhe herſelf mutt give. 
Then takes her Staff, hung round with Wreaths of Thorn, 
And fails along, in a black Whirlwind born, 
Oer Fields and flow'ry Meadows: where ſhe ſteers 
Her baneful Courſe, a mighty Blaſt appears, 
_ Mildews and Blights; the Meadows are deſac'd, - 
The Fields, the Flow'rs, and the whole Years laid waſte: 
On Mortals next, and peopled Towns ſhe falls, 
And breathes a bing e * their Walls. 
| „ 
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When PO ſhe beheld, for Arts renown d, 
With Peace made happy, and with Plenty crown'd, 


_ Scarce could the hideous Fiend from Tears forbear, + 


To find out nothing that deſerv'd a Tear. 


Th' Apartment now ſhe enter'd, where at reſt 


Aglaures lay, with gentle Sleep oppreſi'd. 


To execute Minerva's dire Command, 
She ftroak'd the Virgin with her canker'd Hand, 


Then prickly Thorns into her Breaſt convey d, 


That ſtung to Madneſs the devoted Maid: 1 
Her ſubtle Venom ſtill im proves the Smart, 4 ll 
Frets in the Blood, and ſeſters in the Heart. 


To make the Work more ſure, a Scene ſhe drew, N 


And plac'd before the dreaming Virgin's View 
Her Siſter's Marriage, and her glorious Fate: 
Th' imaginary Bride appears in State; 

The bride groom with unwonted Beauty glows, - 


For Envy magnifies whate'er ſhe ſhows. _.. 
Full of the Dream, Aglauros pin'd away 


In Tears all Night, in Darkneſs all the Day 'S 
_ Conſum'd like Ice, that juſt begins to run, 
| When feebly ſmitten by the diſtant Sun; 
Or like unwholſome Weeds, that ſet on Fire 
Are ſlowly waſted, and in Smoke expire 


Giw'n up to Envy (for in ev'ry Thought + 
The Thorns, the Venom, and the Viſion 3 


Oft did ſhe call on Death, as oft decreed, 
| Rather than ſee her Siſter's Wiſh ſucceed, : _ 
| To tell her awful Father what had paſt, 


At n before the Door herſelf ſhe caſt; 3 
3 9 
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And, fitting on the Ground with ſullen Pride, 

A Paſſage to the love · fick God deny d. 

The God careſs'd, and for Admiffion pray 'd, 

And ſooth'd in ſofteſt Words th* envenom'd Maid. 

In vain he ſooth'd; © Begone ! the Maid replies, 

Or here I keep my Seat, and never riſe.” 

Then keep thy Seat for ever,“ cries the God, 

And touch'd the Door, wide op'ning to his Rod, 

Fain would ſhe riſe, and ſtop him, but ſhe found 

Her Trunk too heavy to forſake the Ground ; 

Her Joints are all benum'd, her Hands are pale, 

And Marble now appears in ev*ry Nail, 

As when a Cancer in the Body feeds, 

And gradual Death from Limb to Limb proceeds; 

| So does the Chilneſs to each vital Part, 
Spread by Degrees, and creeps into her Heart; 

Till hard'ning ev'ry where, and ſpeechleſs grown, 

She fits unmov'd, and freezes to a Stone. 

But ſtill her envious Hue and ſullen Mien, 

Are in che ORE Figure ſeen, | 


E U R 0 P A * Rape. . 


When now the God his Fury had allay'd, 
And taken Vengeance on the ſtubborn Maid, 
Frbm where the bright Aubenian Turrets riſe 
He mounts aloft, and re-aſcends the Skies. 

Jus ſaw him enter the ſublime Abodes, 
And, as bu mix * A the Ds of God, . 


4 


| Beckon'd I 
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Beckon'd him out, and drew him from the reſt, | 
And in ſoft Whiſpers thus his Will expreſt. 1 
« My truſty Hermes, by whoſe ready Aid [vey'd; 
« Thy Sire's Commands are through the World con- 
% Reſume thy Wings, exert their utmoſt Force, 
« And to the Walls of Sides ſpeed thy Courſe ; 
« There find a Herd of Heifers wand'ring o'er 
« The neighb'ring Hill, and drive 'em to the Shore.“ 
Thus ſpoke the God, concealing his Intent. 
The truſty Hermes on his Meſſage went, 
And found the Herd of Heifers wan@ring oer 
A neighb'ring Hill, and drove 'em to the Shore; 
Where the King's Daughter, with a lovely Train 
Of Fellow-Nymphs was ſporting on the Plain. 
The Dignity of Empire laid afide, , 
(For Love but ill agrees with kingly Pride) 
The Ruler of the Skies, the thund'ring God, 


Who ſhakes the World's Foundation with a Nod, 


Among a Herd of lowing Heifers ran, 
Friſk'd in a Bull, and bellow'd o'er the Plain, 
Large Rolls of Fat about his Shoulders clung, 
And from his Neck the double Dewlap hung. 
His Skin was whiter than the Snow that lies 
 Unfully'd by the Breath of ſouthern Skies; 
Small ſhining Horns on his curl'd Forehead ſtand, 
As turn'd and poliſh'd by the Workman's Hand; 
His Eye-balls roll'd, not formidably bright, 
But gaz'd and languiſh'd with a gentle * 
His ev'ry Look was peaceful, and — 
The Softneſs of the Lover in the Beaſt, 


- / ere 
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Agemr's royal Daughter, as ſhe play'd 
Among the Fields, the Milk-white Bull ſurvey'd, 
And view'd his ſpotleſs Body with Delight, 

And at a Diſtance kept him in her Sight. 

At length ſhe pluck'd the rifing Flow'rs, and fed 

The gentle Beaſt, and fondly ſtroak'd his Head. 

He ſtood well-pleas'd to touch the charming Fair, 

But hardly could confine his Pleaſure there. 5 
And now he wantons o'er the neighb'ring * 

Now rolls his Body on the yellow Sand; 

And, now perceiving all ber Fears decay'd, 

Comes toſſing forward to the royal Maid; 

Gives her his Breaſt to iroke, and downward turns 

His grizly Brow, and gently ſtoops his Horns. 

In flow'ry Wreaths the royal Virgin dreſt 

His bending Horns, and kindly clapt his Breaſt. 

Till now grown wanton and devoid of Fear, 
Not knowing that ſhe preſt the Thunderer, 

She plac'd herſelf upon his Back, and rode 


* 


O'er Fields and Meadows, ſeated on the God. 


He gently march'd along, and by Degrees 
Left the dry Meadow, and approach'd the Seas; 
Where now he dips his Hoofs and wets his Thighs, 
Now plunges in, and carries off the Prize. 
The frighted Nymph looks backward on the Shore, 
And hears the tumbling Billows round her roar ; 
But ſtill ſhe holds him faſt: one Hand is born 
| Upon his Back, the other graſps a Horn: 
Her Train of ruffling Garments flies behind, 
 Swells in the Air, and hovers in the Wind. 


Thro? 
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Thro' Storms and Tempeſts he the Virgin bore, 

And lands her ſafe on the D:&ean Shore; 

Where now, in his divineft Form array'd, 

In his true Shape he captivates the Maid ; 

Who gazes on him, and with wond'ring Eyes 

Beholds the new majeſtic Figure riſe, 

His glowing Features, and celeſtial Light, 

And all the God diſcover'd to her Sight. 


The End of the Second Book, 
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Le Story of CA Dαν WY 
| HEN | now 2 had his Nel 
| He en his Son 1 ſearch. on evry 
1H +” © "OR | 
| And ee bi him to ks Arms ſr 

The darling Maid, or ſee his Face no more 
4 n E brt“ 
Thus was the Father pious to a Crime. 
T The reſtleſs Youth ſearch'd all the World as; * 
Baut how can J in his Amours be found? '  _ ” 

FF When, tir'd at length with unſucceſsful Toil, 

7 To ſhun his angry Sire and native Soil, 


He 
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He goes a Supyſighe to the Delphict, Dome; 3 
"There aſks the God what new appointed Home 
Should end his Wand'rings, and his Toils relieve. 
The De/phick Oracles this Anſwer give. 3 
TS... Behold among the Fields a lonely Cow, 
„ Unworn with Yokes, unbroken to the Plough ; 
„ Mark well the Place where firſt ſhe lays her down, 
„There meaſure out thy Walls, and build thy Town, 
« And from thy Guide Reetia call the Land, 
% In which the deftin'd Walls and Town ſhall ſtand.” 
No ſooner had he left the dark Abode, 
Big with the Promiſe of the De/phick God, 
When in the Fields the fatal Cow he view'd, 54 
Nor gall'd with Yokes, nor worn with Servitude : = } 
Her gently at a Diſtance he purſu'd ; 
- And as he walk'd aloof, in Silence . 
T0o the great Pow'r whoſe Connſels he obey'd. 
Her Way thro' flow ry Panope ſhe took, 
And now, Cephifur, crofs*'d thy Silver Brook; 
When to the Heav'ns her ſpacious Front ſhe raii'd, 
And bellowed thrice, then backwartl turning gaz'd 
On choſe behind, till on the deſtin'd Place 
She ſtoop'd, and couch'd amid the riſing Graſs, 
+ Cadmis ſalutes the Soil, and gladly hails 
| The new-found Mountains, and the nameteſs Vales, 
And thanks the Gods, and turns about his Eye 
To ſee his new Dominions round him lie; 
Then ſends his Servants to a neighb'ring Grove 
For living Streams, « Sacrifice to 7. 


oe 


Strait he beſtirs him, and is ſeen to riſe; 
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O'er the wide Plain there roſe a ſhady Wood 

Of aged Trees; in its dark Boſom flood 

A buſhy Thicket, pathleſs and unworn, 

O'er-run with Brambles, and perplex'd with Thorn : 

Amidſt the Brake a hollow Den was found, 

With Rocks and ſhelving Arches vaulted round. 
Deep in the dreary Den, conceal'd from Day, 

Sacred to Mars, a mighty Dragon lay, 

Bloated with Poiſon to a monſtrous Sizez 

Fire broke in Flaſhes when he glanc'd his Eyes: : 

His tow'ring Creſt was glorious to behold, 

His Shoulders and his Sides were ſcal'd with Gold ; 


57 


Three Tongues he brandiſh'd when he charg d his Foes; 


His teeth ſtood jaggy in three dreadful Rows. 
The Tyrians in the Den for Water ſought, 
And with their Urns explor'd the hollow Vault: 
From Side to Side their empty Urns rebound, 
And rowſe the ſleeping Serpent with the Sound. 


And now with dreadful Hiffings fills the Skies, 


And darts his _ SO, and rolls his gluing * 


Eyes. 

The Tyrians drop their Veſſels in the Fright, 

All pale and trembling at the hideous Sight. 

Spire above Spire uprear'd in Air he ftood, 
And gazing round him over- look d the Wood: 

Then floating on the Ground in Circles ro roll'd, 
Then leap'd upon them in a mighty Fold. 

Of ſuch a Bulk, and ſuch a monſtrous Size 


The Serpent in the PolarCircle 1 | } = 


5 That firetches over half the e northern Skies, 


.. 
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In vain the Tyrians on their Arms rely, 

In vain attempt to fight, in vain to fly: 

All their Endeavours and their Hopes are vain; 
Some die entangled in the winding Train; 

Some are devour'd, or feel a loathſome Death, 


Swoln up with Blaſts of peſtilential Breath. 


And now the ſcorching Sun was mounted high, 
In all its Luſtre, to the Noon- day Sky; 
When, anxious for his Friends, and fill'd with Cures, | 
To ſearch the Woods th' impatient Chief Prepares, 


A Lion's Hide around his Loins he wore, 

— well · poiz d Jav'lin to the Field he bore, 
Inur'd to Blood; the far-deſtroying Dart; 
And, the beſt Weapon, an undaunted Heart. 

Soon as the Youth approach'd the fatal Place, 
He ſaw his Servants, breathleſs on the Graſs ; | 


The ſcaly Foe amid their Corps he view'd, 


Baſking at Eaſe, and feaſting in their Blood, 
« Such Friends, he cries, deſerv*d a longer Date, 


% But Cadmus will revenge or ſhare their Fate.” 


Then heav'd a Stone, and riſing to the Throw, 


He ſent it in a Whirlwind at the Foe : 

A Tow'r, aſſaulted by ſo rude a Stroke, | 
With all its lofty Battlements had ſhook ; 
But nothing here th* unweildy Rock avails, 


Rebounding harmleſs from the plaited Scales, 
That, firmly join'd, preſerv'd him from a Wound, 
With native Armour crufted all around. 
Wich more Succeſs, the Dart unerring flew, 


Which at his Buck the raging Warrior men; 


AE 


% 


Book III. Ov1d's Metamorphoſes: 


Amid the plaited Scales it took its Courſe, 
And in the ſpinal Marrow ſpent its Force. 
The Monſter bils'd aloud, and rag'd in vain, 
And writh'd his Body to and fro with Pain; 
He bit the Dart, and wrench'd the Wood away; 
The Point (till buried in the Marrow lay. 
And now his Rage, increaſing with his Pain, 
Reddens his Eyes, and beats in ev'ry Vein; 
Churn'd in his Teeth the foamy Venom roſe, 

Whilſt from his Mouth a Blaſt of Vapours flows, 
Such as th? infernal Stygian Waters caſt, - 
The Plants around him wither in the Blaſt. 
Now in a Maze of Rings he lies enroll'd, 
Now all unravell'd, and without a Fold; 
Now, like a Torrent, with a mighty Force 
Bears down the Foreſt in his boiſt'rous Courſe. 
Cadan'; gave back, and on the Lion's Spoil | 
Suſtain'd the Shock, then forc*'d him to recoil; 
The pointed Jav'lin warded off his Rage: 
Mad with his Pains, and furious to engage, 
The Serpent champs the Steel, and bĩtes the Spear, 
Till Blood and Venom all the Point beſmear, 
ut ſtill the Hurt he yet receiv'd was ſligbt: 
For, whilſt the Champion with redoubled Might 
Strikes home the Jav'lin,. his retiring Fe = 
Shrinks from the Wound, and diſappoints the Blow. 1 

The dauntleſs Hero ſtill purſues his Stroke 

And preſſes forward, till a knotty Oak 

Retards his Foe, and ſtops him in the Rear; 

Full i in his Throat u che fatal _—..- 
. > Thad 
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That in th' extended Neck a Paſſage found, 
And piere'd the ſolid Timber thro? the Wound. 
Fix'd to the reeling Trunk, with many a Stroke 
Of his huge Tail he laſh'd the ſturdy Oak; 
Till ſpent with Toil, and lab'ring hard for Breath, 
He now lay twiſting in the Pangs of Death, 
Cadmus, beheld him wallow in a Flood 
Of ſwimming Poiſon, intermiz'd with Blood; 
When ſuddenly a Speech was beard from high; 
(The Speech was heard, nor was the Speaker nigh) | 
@ Why doſt thou thus with ſecret Pleaſure ſee, + 
© Infuliing Man! what thou thyſelf ſhalt be?“ 
Aﬀtoniſh'd at the Voice, he ſtood amaz'd, 
And all around with inward Horror gaz'd: 
When Pallas ſwift deſcending from the Skies, 
Pallas the Guardian of the bold and wiſe, © 
Bids him plough up the Field, and ſcatter round 
The Dragon's Teeth o'er all the furrow'd Ground; 
Then tells the Youth how to his wond'ring Eyes, 
Emmbattled Armies from the Field ſhall riſe. 
| He ſows the Teeth at Palla/s Command, 
And flings the future People from his Hand, 
The Clod grows warm, and crumbles where he ſows z 
And now the pointed Spears advance in Row: 
Now nodding Plumes appear, and ſhining Creſts, 555 
Nou the broad Shoulders and the riſing Breaſts; 
Oieer all the Field the breathing Harveſt ſwarms, 4 
A growing Hoſt, a Crop of Men and Arm. 
So thro! the parting Stage a Figure rears 
| Its Body up, and Limb by Limb appears 


& 
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By juſt Degrees; till all the Man arife, | 
And in his full Proportion ftrikes the Eyes. 
Cad ſurpriz'd, and ſtartled at the Sight 
Of his new Foes, prepar'd himſelf for Fight: 
When one cry'd out, Forbear, fond Man, forbear 
« To mingle in a blind promiſcuous War,” 
This ſaid, he ſtruck his Brother to the Ground, 
Himſelf expiring by another's Wound ; 
Nor did the third his Conqueſt long ſurvive, 
Dying ere ſcarce he had begun to live. 

I be dire Example ran thro? all the Field, 
Till Heaps of Brothers were by Brothers kill'd ; 
The Furrows ſwam in Blood ; and only five 
Of all the vaſt Increaſe were left alive, 
Erba one, at Pallas Command, 
Let fall the guiltleſs Weapon from his Hand, 

And with the reſt a peaceful Treaty makes, 
| Whom Cade as his Friends and Partners "FER 
So founds a City on the promis'd Earth, 
And gives his new Baie Empire Birth. 
Here Ce reign'd ; and now one would have gueſs 
The royal Founder in his Exile bleſt;: 
Long did he live within his new Abodes, 
Ally'd by Marriage to the deathleſs Gods; 
And, in a fruitful Wife's Embraces old, 
A long Inereaſe of Children's Children told: 
But no frail Man, however great or high, 

Can be concluded bleſt before he die. 

Aden was the firſt of all his Race, bk 

Who 1 his Sm in his borrow'd Pace 
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Condemn'd by ftern Diana to bemoan 

The branching Horns, and Viſage not his own ; 

To ſhun his once lov'd Dogs, to bound away, 

And from their Huntſman to become their Prey, 
And yet conſider why the Change was wrought, 

You'll find it his Misfortune, not his Fault ; 

Or, if a Fault, it was the Fault of Chance, 

For how can Guilt proceed from 888 ? 


The T ransformation of Acr RO into 4 
_ Stag. 


In a fair Chace a ſhady Movntain flood, 4 

Well ſtor'd with Game, and mark'd with Trails of Blood; {| 
HFere did the Huntſmen, till the Hat of Day, | 
Purſue the Stag, and load them{Elvesiwith Prey; 
When thus Aaron calling to ther ref : 5 
« My Friends, ſaid he, our Sport is at the beſt, 
% The Sun is high advanc'd, and downward ſheds | 
His burning Beams directly on our Heads; 
Then by Conſent abftain from further Spoils, 
Call off the Dogs, and gather up the Toils, 
% And ere to-morrow's Sun begins his Race, 
„Take the cool Morning to renew the Chace,” oy 
They all conſent, and in a chearful Train <4 
The jolly Huntſmen, loaden with the Slain, | } 1 
Return in Triumph from the ſultry Plain. 2 
Down in a Vale with Pine and Cypreſs clad, 

| Refreſh'd with gentle Winds, and brown with Shade, 

The chaſte Dia na's private Haunt, there ſtood 

Full in the Centre of the darkſome Wood 


A ſpa- | 
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A ſpacious Grotto, all around o'ergrown 
With hoary Moſs, and arch'd with Pumice-ſtone, 
From out its rocky Clefts the Waters flow, 
And trickling ſwell into a Lake below. 
Nature had ev'ry where ſo play'd her Part, 
That ev'ry where ſhe ſeem'd to vie with Art. 
Here the bright Goddeſs, toil'd and chaf'd with Heat, 
Was wont to bathe her in the cool Retreat. | 
Here did ſhe now with all ber Train reſort, __ 
Panting with Heat, and breathleſs from the Sport; 
Her Armour-bearer laid her Bow afide, 
Some loos'd her Sandals, ſome her Vell unty'd ; 
Each buſy Nymph her proper Part undreſt; 
While Crocale, more handy than the reft, 
 Gather'd her flowing Hair, and in a Nooſe 
Bound it together, whilſt her own hung looſe. = 
Five of the more ignoble Sort by Turns 
Fetch up the Water, and unlade the Urns, 
Now all undreſt the ſhining Goddeſs ſtood, 
When young Aden, wilder d in the Wood, 
To the cool Grot by his bard Fate betray'd, 
The Fountains fill'd with naked Nymphs ſurvy ws. 
The frighted Virgins ſhriek'd at the Suprize, 
(The Foreſt echo'd with their piercing Cries) 
Then in a Huddle round their Goddeſs preſt: 
She, proudly eminent above the reſt, | 
With Bluſhes glow'd ; ſuch Bluſhes as adorn 
The ruddy Welkin, or the purple Morn; 
And tho the crowding Nymphs her Body hide, 
; Half backward ſhrunk, and view'd him from a · ſide. 
Surpriz'd 


* 
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Surpriz'd, at firſt ſhe would have ſnatch'd her Bow, 
But ſees the circling Waters round her flow; 
Theſe in the Hollow of her Hand ſhe took, 
And daſh'd 'em in his Face, while thus ſhe ſpoke : 
Tell, if thou canſt, the wond”rous Sight diſclos'd, 
% A Goddeſs naked to thy View expos'd.” 
This ſaid, the Man begun to diſappear 

By ſlow Degrees, and ended in a Deer. 
A riſing Horn on either Brow he wears, 
And ſtretches out his Neck, and pricks his Ears; 
Rough is his Skin, with ſudden Hairs o'ergrown, 
His Boſom pants with Fears before unknown: 
Transform'd at length, he flies away in Haſte, 
And wonders why he flies away ſo faſt. 
But as by Chance, within a neighb'ring Brook, 
He ſaw his branching Horns and alter'd Look, 
| Wretched Adeos in a doleful Tone 
He try'd to ſpeak, but only gave a Groan ; | 
And as he wept, within the watry Glaſs WM 
He ſaw the big round Drops, with filent Pace, } YN 
Run trickling down a ſavage hairy Face. 1 
What ſhould he do? Or ſeek his old Abodes, 
Or herd among the Deer, and ſculk in Woods! 

Here Shame difſuades him, there his Fear prevails, I 
And each by Turns his aking Heart aflail, 1 

As he thus ponders, he behind him ſpies 
His op'ning Hounds, and now he hears their Cries: 
A gen'rous Pack, or to maintain the Chace, 
Or ſnuff the Vapour from the ſcented Graſs. 
| He bounded off with Fear, and ſwiftly ran 
O'er craggy Mountains, and the flow'ry Plain; . 
. | ae Te | 
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Thro' Brakes and Thickets forc'd his Way, and flew 
Thro' many a Ring, where once he did purſue, 
In vain he oft endeavour'd to proclaim 
His new Misfortune, and to tell his Name ; 
Nor Voice nor Words the brutal Tongue ſupplies; _ 1 
From ſhouting Men, and Horns, and Dogs he flies, } 
Deafen'd and ſtunn'd with their promiſcuous Cries, 4 
When now the flerteſt of the Pack, that preſt 
Cloſe at his Heels, and ſprung before the reſt, 
Had faſtened on him, ſtraight another Pair 
Hung on his wounded Haunch, and held him there, 
Till all the Pack came up, andev'ry Hound 
Tore the ſad Huntſman grov'ling'on the Ground, ] | 
Who now appear'd but one continy'd Wound: #4 
With dropping Tears his bitter Fate he moans, 
And fills the Mountains with his dying Groans, 
His Servants with a piteous Look he ſpies, 
And turns about his ſupplicating Eyes. 
His Servants, ignorant of what had chanc'd, 
With cager Haſte and joyful Shouts advanc'd, 
And call'd their Lord Adæen to the Game. 
He ſhook his Head in Anſwer to the Name; 
He heard, but wiſh'd he had indeed been gone, 
Or only to have ſtood a Looker-on. 
But to his Grief he finds himſelf too near, [x 
And feels his rav'nous Dogs with Fury tear | 
Their wreiched Maſter panting in a Deer. EE: 


The 
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The Birth of Bacenvs. 


Ace 8 Suff'rings, * Dianas Rage, 
Did all the Thoughts of Men and Gods engage; 
Some call'd the Evils which Diana wrought, 
Too great, and diſproportion'd to the Fault: 
Others again, eſteem'd Adœens Woes 
Fit for a Virgin Goddeſs to impoſe. 
The Hearers into diff rent Parts divide, 
And Reaſons are-produc'd on either Side. 

Juno alone, of all that heard the News, 
Nor would condemn the Goddeſs, nor excuſe. 


She heeded not the Juftice of the Deed, 


But joy'd to ſee the Race of Cadmus bleed; 

For till ſhe kept Europa in her Mind, 

And, for her Sake, deteſted all her Kind. 

Beſides, to aggravate her Hate, he heard 

Ho Semele, to Fove's Embrace preferr'd, 

Was now grown big with an immortal Load, 

And carry'd in her Womb a future God. 

Thus terribly incens'd, the Goddeſs broke 

To ſudden Fury, and abruptly ſpoke. | 
Are my Reproaches of ſo ſmall a Force? 

« 'Tis Time I then purſue another Courſe : 

« It is decreed the guilty Wretch ſhall die, 

If I'm indeed the Miſtreſs of the Sky, 

— rightly ſtyl'd among the Pow'rs aborre 

8 The Wite aud Siſter of Ws nog za 
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« (And none can ſure à Siſter's Right deny) 
tet is decreed the guilty Wretch ſhall die. 
« She boaſts an Honour I can hardly claim, 
Pregnant ſhe riſes to a Mother's Name; 
« While proud and vain ſhe triumphs in her Jo 
And ſhews the glorious Tokens of his Love: 
« But if I'm ſtill the Miſtreſs of the Skies, 
« By her own Lover the fond Beauty dies.” 
This aid, deſcending in a yellow Cloud, 
Before the Gates of Semele ſhe ftood, 
Old Beroe's decrepit Shape ſhe wears, 
Her wrinkled Viſage, and her hoary Hairs ; 
Whilſt in her trembling Gait ſhe totters on, 
And learns to tattle in the Nurſe's Tone. 
The Goddeſs, thus diſguis'd in Age, beguild 
Wich pleafing Stories her falſe Foſter-Child. 
Much did ſhe talk of Love, and when ſhe came 
To mention to the Nymph her Lover's Name, 
Fetching a Sigh, and holding down her Head, 
Ts well, ſays ſhe, it all be true that's ſaid. 
1 Buttruſt me, Child, I'm much inclin'd to fear 
Some Counterfeit in this your Jupiter. 
Many an honeſt well-defigning Maid 
Has been by theſe pretended Gods betray'd, 
* But if he be indeed the thund'ring Jove, 
_ *© Bid him, when next he courts the Rites of Love, 5 
% Deſcend triumphant from th* Etherial Sky, 
In all the Pomp of his Divinity, 
Encompaſs'd round by thoſe celeftial Charms, | 
„ With which he fils th' immortal Jazo's Arms.“ 
„ H e ** un- 
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Th' unwary Nymph enſnar'd with what ſhe ſaid, 
Defir'd of Jove, when next he ſought her Bed, 
To grant a certain Gift which ſhe would chuſe; 
4 Fear not, reply'd the God, that [Il] refuſe 
« Whate'er you aſk: May Shæ confirm my Voice, 
« Chuſe what you will, and you ſhall have * your 
Choice.“ 
« Then, ſays the Nymph, when next you fork wy 
Arms, 
Co May you deſcend in thoſe celeſtial — 
« With which your Jano's Boſom you enflame, 
4 And fill with Tranſport Heav'ns immortal Dame.” 
The God furpriz'd, would fain have ſtopp'd her Voice, 
But he had ſworn, and ſhe had made her Choice, 
„ keep his Promiſe he aſcends, and ſhrow ds 5 
His aweful Brow in Whirlwinds and in Clouds; 
Whilſt all around, in terrible Array, as; 
His Thunders rattle, and his Liglit'nings play. | 
And yet, the dazzling Luſtre te abace, 
| He ſet not out in all his Pomp and State, 
Clad in the mildeſt Light'ning of the Skies, 
And arm'd with Thunder of the ſmalleſt Size: 
Not thoſe huge Bolts, by which the Giants flain 
Lay overthrown on the P4legrean Rlain. | 


| 3: *Twas of a leſſer Mould, and lighter Weight, 


They call it Thunder of a Second-Rate; 

For the rough Cyclops, who by Jove's Command 
Temper'd the Bolt, and turn'd it to his Hand, 
Work'd up leſs Flame and Fury in its Make, 
* — it ſooner 1 in the ſtanding Lake, 4 
Thus 2 
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Thus dreadfully adorn'd, with Horror bright, 
Th' illuſtrious God, deſcending from his Height, } 
Came ruſhing on her in a Storm of Light, 
The mortal Dame, too feeble to engage 
The Light'ning's Flaſhes, and the Thupder's Rage, 
Conſum'd amidſt the Glories ſhe deſir d, 
And in the terrible Embrace expir'd. 
But, to preſerve his Offspring from the Tomb, 
| Fove took him ſmoaking from the blaſted Womb: 
And, if on ancient Tales we may rely, 
Inclos'd th* abortive Infant in his Thigh. 
Here when the Babe had all his Time fulfill'd, 
Is firſt took him for her Foſter-Child; 
Then the Niſeaus, in their dark Abode, 
Nur d ſecretly with Milk the thriving, God. | 


The 7 ransformation of T 1 R Es: IAS. 


Twas now, while theſe Traife8ione paſt on Earth, 4 
8 And Bacchus thus procur'd a ſecond Birth, | 
When Pore, diſpos'd to lay aſide the Weight 
Of public Empire and the Cares of State, 
As to his Queen in Nectar Bowls he quaff'd, 
In troth, ſays he, and as he ſpoke he laugh'd, 
© The Senſe of Pleaſure in the Male is far 
© More dull and dead, than what you Females ſhare,” 
Jus the Truth of what was ſaid deny d; | 


_ Tirefias therefore muſl the Cauſe decide, } 5 5 
Fer he the Pleaſure of each Sex had yd. 


H A2 5 1 


wo Ov1v's Metamorpboſes. Book III. 
In happen'd once, within a ſhady Wood, 
Two twiſted Snakes he in Conjunction view'd, 
When with his Staff their ſlimy Folds he broke, 
And loſt his Manhood at the fatal Stroke. 
But, after ſeven revolving Years, he view'd 
The ſelf-ſame Serpents in the ſelf- ſame Wood: 
% And if, ſays he, ſuch Virtue in you lie, 8 
„ That he who dares your ſlimy Folds untie } 
« Muſt change his Kind, a ſecond Stroke I'll try.“ -/ 
Again he ſtruck the Snakes, and ſtood again 
New-ſex'd, and ftrait recover'd into Man; 
Him therefore both the Deities create 
The ſov'reign Umpire, in their grand Debate; 

And he declar'd for Feve; when $i fir'd, 

More than fo trivial an Affair requir d, 

Depriv'd him, in her Fury, of his Sight, | 
And left him groping round in ſudden Night. 

But Jove (for ſo it is in Heav'n decreed, 
That no one God repeal another's Deed) 
Irradiates all his Soul with inward Light, 
| And with the Prophet's Art relieves the Want of Sight. 


The Transformation of Ecno. 


| Fam'd far and near for knowing Things to come, 

From him th' enquiring Nations ſought their I Doom; 3 

The fair Liriope his Anſwers try d, 

And firſt th unerring Prophet juſtify'd. 
This Nymph the God Cephiſus had abus d, \ 
With all his winding Waters circumfus'd, 


And 
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And on the Nereid got a lovely Boy, 
Whom the ſoft Maids ev'n then beheld with Joy. 
The tender Dame, ſolicitous to know 
Whether her Child ſhould reach old Age or no, 
Conſults the Sage Tirefias, who replies, 
« If e'er he knows himſelf he ſurely dies.” 
Long liv'd the dubious Mother in Suſpence, 
Till Time unriddled all the Prophet's Senſe. 
Narciſſus now his fixteenth Year began, 
_ Juſt turn'd of Boy, and on the Verge of Man; 
Many a Friend the blooming Youth careſs'd, 
Many a love-ſick Maid her. Flame conſeſs'd : 
Such was his Pride, in vain the Friend careſs, 
The love-fick Maid in vain her Flame confeſs'd, 
Once, in the Woods, as he purſu'd the Chace, 
The babbling Echo had deſcry'd his Face; b 
She, who in others? Words her Silence breaks, 
Nor ſpeaks herſelf but when another ſpeaks. 
Echo was then a Maid, of Speech bereft, 
Of wonted Speech ; for tho' her Voice was left, 
| Juno a Curſe did on her Tongue impoſe, 
To ſport with ev'ry Sentence in the Cloſe. 
Full often when the Goddeſs might have caught 
Fove and her Rivals in the very Fault, 
This Nymph with ſubtle Stories would delay 
Her Coming, *till the Lovers flipp'd away. 
The Goddeſs found out the Deceit in Time, 
And then ſhe cry d, That Tongue, for this thy Crime, n 
* Which could ſo many ſubtle Tales produce, 
« Shall be hereafter but of little Ute,” 


** 


1 ſounding Skeleton, of Blood bereft, 
|  Befides her Bones and Voice had nothing left. 
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Hence tis ſhe prattles in a fainter Tone, | 
With mimick Sounds, and Accents not her own, 

This love-fick Virgin, over-Joy'd to find 
The Boy alone, {till follow'd him behind: 
When glowing warmly at her near Approach 
As Sulphur blazes at the Taper's Touch, 
She long'd her hidden Paſſion to reveal, 
And tell her Pains, btit had not Words to tell t 
She can't begin, but waits for the Rebound, 
To catch his Voice, and to return the Sound, 
The Nymph, when nothing could Narciſſus move, 
Still daſh'd with Bluſhes for her lighted Love, 
Liv'd in the ſhady Covert of the Woods, 
In folitary Caves and dark Abodes; 
Where pining wander'd the rejected Fair, 
Till harraſs'd out, and worn away with Care, 


Her Bones are petrify d, her Voice is found 
N in * where flill it doubles ev 'ry Sound. | 


a The Story of Nazcissus. 


'Thrs did the Nymphs in vain careſs the Boy. 
He ſtill was lovely, but he ſtill was coy; 
When one fair Virgin of the lighted Train 
Thus pray'd the Gods, provok'd by his Diſdain, 
% Oh may he love like me, and love like me in 
:* I 
| Rhamnufia pity'd the neglefted Fair, WT 
And with juſt Vengeance anſwer d to her pray r. 
There 


- 
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There ſtands a Fountain in a darkſome Wood, 
Nor ſtain'd with falling Leaves nor riſing Mud 
' Untroubled by the Breath of Winds it reſts, 
Unſully'd by the Touch of Men or Beaſts: 
High Bow'rs of ſhady Trees above it grow, 
And riſing Graſs and chearful Greens below. 
Pleas'd with the Form and Coolneſs of the Place, 
And over-heated by the Morning Chace, 
Narciſſas on the graſſy Verdure lies: 5 
But whilſt within the Chryſtal Fount he tries | 
 Toquench his Heat, he feels new Heats ariſe. 
For as his own bright Image he furvey'd, 
He fell in Love with the fantaſtick Shade; 
And o'er the fair Reſemblance hung unmoy'd, 
Nor knew, fond Youth ! it was himſelf helov'd. 
The well-turn'd Neck and Shoulders he deſeries, 
The ſpacious Forehead, and the ſparkling Eyesz 
The Hands that Bacchus might not ſcorn to ſhow, _——— 
And Hair that round Apollo's Head might flow; 
With all the Purple Youthfulneſs of Face, 
That gently bluſhes in the wat'ry Glaſs, 
By his own Flames conſum'd the Lover lies, 
And gives himſelf the Wound by which bs dies. 
Io the cold Water oft he joins bis Lips, PE. 
Oft catching at the beauteous Shade he dips : } 3 
" His Arms, as often from himſelf he flips. VO 
Nor knows he who it is his Arms purſue = 
. With eager Claſps, but loves he knows not wbo. : 
Wat could, fond Youth, this helpleſs Paſſion move? © 
What kindled in thee this unpity'd Love? 


a4 8 Thy. 


1 104 Ov 1 DH Metamorphoſes. Book IN. 


Thy own warm Bluſh within the Water glows, 
With thee the colour'd Shadow comes and goes, 
Its empty Being on thyſelf relies ; 


Step thou aſide, and the frail Charmer dies. 


Still o'er the Fountain's wat'ry Gleam he ſtood, 
Mindleſs of Sleep, and negligent of Food; | 
Still view'd his Face, and languift'd as he view'd. 


At length he rais'd his Head, and thus began 


To vent his Griefs, and tell the Woods his Pain. 


C 


% You Trees, ſays he, and thou ſurrounding Grove, 
% Who oft have been the kindly Scenes of Love, 
„Tell me, if e'er within your Shades did lie 

« A Youth ſo tortur'd, ſo perplex'd as I ? 


J, who before me ſee the charming Fair, 
„ Whilſt there he lands, and yet he ſtands not there: 
% Jn ſuch a Maze of Love my Thoughts are loſtz 
And yet no bulwark'd Town, nor diſtant Coaſt, 

© Preſerves the beauteous Youth from being ſeen, 


© No Mountains riſe, nor Oceans flow between. 


% A ſhallow Water hinders my Embrace; 


%* And yet the lovely Mimick wears a Face 
That kindly ſmiles, and when I bend to join 
« My Lips to his, he fondly bends to mine. 


Hear, gentle Youth, and pity my Complaint, 
© Come from thy Well, thou fair Inhabitant. ; 
My Charms an eaſy Conqueſt have obtain'd 


„ O''er other Hearts, by thee alone diſdain'd. 


„ But why ſhould I deſpair ? Pm ſure he burns 


„With equal Flames, and languiſhes by Turns: 


1 Whene'er I ſtoop, he offers at a Kiſs, 


. * when my Arms 1 ſtretch, he ſtretches his, 


* 
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« His Eye with Pleaſure on my Face he keeps, 
« He ſmiles my Smiles, and when I weep he weeps. 
„ Whene'er I ſpeak, his moving Lips appear 
« To utter ſomething, which I cannot hear. 
% Ah wretched me! I now begin too late 
4 To find out all the long-perplex'd Deceit 3 
« It is myſelf I love, myſelf I ſee; 
The gay Deluſion is a Part of me. 
I kindle up the Fires by which I burn, 
And my own Beauties from the Well return. 
„ Whom ſhould I court? how utter my Complaint ? 
« Enjoyment but produces my Reſtraint, } 
« And too much Plenty makes me die for Want. 
« How gladly would I from myſelf remove ! 
And at a Diſtance ſet the Thing I love. 
6 My Breaſt 1s warm'd with ſuch unuſual Fire, : 
« T wiſh him abſent whom I moſt admire. 
And now I faint with Grief; my Fate draws nigh, 
In all the Pride of blooming Youth I die. ON 
„ Death will the Sorrows of my Heart relieve. 
Oh might the viſionary Youth ſurvive, 
% ſhould with Joy my lateſt Breath refign? 
gut oh ! I ſee his Fate involv'd in mine.” 
This ſaid, the weeping Youth again return'd 
To the clear Fountain, where again he burn'ds 
His Tears defac'd the Surface of the Well, 7 
With Circle after Circle, as they fell! 
And now the lovely Face but half appears, 
O'er- run with Wrinkles, and deform'd with Tears. 
Ah whither, cries Narciſſus, doſt thou fly? 
Let me ſtill feed the Flame by which I die „ 
3 Ms «Le .. 
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Let me till ſee, tho' I'm no further-bleſt,” 

Then rends his Garment off, and beats his Breaſt : 

His naked Boſom redden'd with the Blow, 

In ſuch a Bluſh as purple Cluſters ſhow, 

Ere yet the Sun's Autumnal, Heats refine 

Their ſprightly Juice, and mellow it to Wine, 

The glowing Beauties of his Breaſt he ſpies, 

And with a new redoubled Paſſion dies. 

As Wax diſſolves, as Ice begins to run, 

Ard trickle into Drops before the Sun ; 

So melts the Youth, and languiſhes away, 

His Beauty withers, and his Limbs decay 

And none of thoſe attractive Charms remain, 

To which the ſlighted Echo ſu'd in vain. 

She ſaw him in his preſent Miſery, - 

Whom, ſpight of all her Wrongs, ſhe griey'd to fee. 
She anſwer'd ſadly to the Lover's Moan, 

| Sigh'd back his Sighs, and groan'd to ev ry Groan > 

% Ah Youth! belov'd in vain,” Narciffis cries, 

* Ah Youth ! belov'd in vain,” the Nymph replies. 

% Farewel,” ſays he; the parting Sound ſcarce fell 

From his faint Lips, but ſhe reply'd, © Farewel.” 

Then on the wholeſome Earth he gaſping lies, 

Till Death ſhuts up thoſe ſelf-admiring Eyes. 

To the cold Shades his flitting Ghoſt retires, 

And in the Stygian Waves itſelf admires. 

- For him the Naiads and Dryads mourn, ; 

| Whom the ſad Echo anſwers in her turn; } 

And now the Sifter-Nymphs prepare his Um: 
| When, looking for his Corps, they only found 
| & rifing Stalk, with yellow Blofſoms crown'd. 1 


55 10 Can hollow Timbrels, can a drunken Shout, 
5 And the lewd Clamours of a beaſtly Rout, 
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The Story of PENTHEUS. 


This ſad Event gave blind T, irefias Fame, 
Thro' Greece eſtabliſh'd in a Prophet's Name. 
eh' unhallow'd Pentheus only durſt deride 
The cheated People, and their eyeleſs Guide, 
To whom the Prophet in his Fury ſaid, 
Shaking the hoary Honours of his Head; 

«© Twere well, preſumptuous Man, 'twere well for thee 
If thou wert ey eleſs too, and blind, like me: 

For the Time comes, nay, tis already here, 
When the young God's Solemnities appear: 

„ Which, if thou doſt not with juſt Rites adorn; 1 
“Thy impious Careaſs, into Pieces torn, + 
« Shall ſtre we the Woods, and hang on ev'ry Thorn. 5 
Then, then remember what I now foretall, 5 
„ And own the blind Tirefias ſaw too well.“ 

Still Peurbeus ſcorns him, and derides his Skilt; 
But Time did all the Prophet's Threats fulfill. 

For now thro? proftrate Greece young Bacchus rode, 
Whilſt howling Matrons celebrate the God: 

All Ranks and Sexes to his Orgies ran, | 
To mingle in the Pomps, and fill the Train. 
When Pentheus thus his wicked Rage expreſs'd 
What Madneſs, Thebans, has your Souls poſſefs'd 2 


* Thus quell your Courage; can the weak Alarm 
66 Of Women's Yells thoſe ſtubborn Souls diſarm, 8 
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& Whom nor the Sword nor Trumpet e'er could fright, | 
Nor the loud Din and Horror of a Fight ? 
& And you, our Sires, who left your old Abodes, 
« And fix'd in foreign Earth your Country Goas ; 
«© Will you without a Stroke your City yield, 
And poorly quit an undiſputed Field? 
* But you, whoſe Youth and Vigour ſhould inſpire 
„ Heroick Warmth, and kindle martial Fire, 
* Whom burniſh'd Arms and creſted Helmets grace, 
Not flow'ry Gardens and a painted Face; 
Remember him to whom you ſtand ally'd : 
The Serpent for his Well of Waters dy'd. 

0 he fought the Strong, do you his Counge ſhow, 
„And gain a Conqueſt o'er a ſteble Foe. 

If Thebes muſt fall, oh might the Fates afford 

A nobler Doom from Famine, Fire, or Sword. 
* Then might the Thebans periſh with Renown : 
gut now a beardleſs Victor ſacks the 'Town, 
© Whom nor the prancing Steed, nor pond'rous Shie Id, 
Nor the hack'd Helmet, nor the duſty Field, 
Bat the ſoft Joys of Luxury and Eaſe, 

4 The purple Veſts, and flow'ry Garlands pleaſe. 
Stand then aſide, Pu make the Counterfeit 
4 Renounce his God-head, and confeſs the Cheat, 
« Acrifus from the Grecian Walls repell d | 
6 This boaſted Pow'r ; why then. ſhould Pentheus yield > 

Go quickly drag th” Impoſtor Bay to me, 

„ PIII try the Force of his Divinity.” _ | E 
Thus did th? audacious Wretch thoſe Rites profane; ; -- 
His Friends difluade th* audacious Wretch in vain ; 
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In vain his Grandfire urg'd him to give o'er | 

His impious Threats; the Wretch but raves the more. 
So have I ſeen a River gently glide, 

In a ſmooth Courſe, and inoffenſive Tide: 


But if with Dams its Current we reſtrain, 


It bears down all, and foams along the Plain. 

But now his Servants came beſmear'd with Blood, 
Sent by their haughty Prince to ſeize the Gd, 
The God they found not in the frantick Throng, 


5 Wo. # « 
2 # 7 KR. * . 


But dragg d a zealous Votary along, 2 Y 


We Mariners ange to \ Dolphins. - - 


4 Him Pentheus view'd with Fury in his Li. | 
And ſcarce with-held his Hands, while thus he ſpoke t 


« Vile Slave! whom ſpeedy Vengeance ſhall purſue, | 
« And terrify thy baſe ſeditious Crew : 
„Thy Country and thy Parentage reveal, 

„And, why thou join'ſt in theſe mad Orgies, tell.” 
The Captive views him with undaunted Eyes, 
And, arm'd with inward Innocence, replies. 

From high Meonia's rocky Shores I came, 
1 Of poor Deſcent, Acœtes is my Name: 


My Sire was meanly born; no Oxcn plough'd 
4 His fruitful Fields, nor in his Paſtures low'd, - 
His whole Eſtate within the Waters lay 


„With Lines and Hooks he caught the finny Prey: wh 
« His Art was all his Livelihood; which ge 


f 40 Thus with his dying Lips bequeath' Ws eZ 3 


al 
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©« In Streams, my Boy, and Rivers take thy Chance; 
There ſwims, ſaid he, thy whole Inheritance. 
Long did I live on this poor Legacy; 
40 Till tir'd with Rocks, and my old native Sky, 
« To Arts of Navigation I inclin'd ; 
« Obſerv'd the Turns and Changes of the Wind, 
« Learn'd the fit Havens, and began to note 
+ The ſtormy Hyades, the rainy Goat, £ 
« The bright Taygete, and the ſhining Bears, 
Wich all the Sailor's Catalogue of Stars. 
% Once, as by Chance for Delos I defigh'd, 
& My Veſſel, driv'n by a ſtrong Guſt of Wind, 
„ Moor'd in a Chian Creek; a-ſhore 1 went, . 
be And all the following Night in Chios ſpent. 
When Morning roſe, I ſent my Mates to ng 
6 Supplies of Water from a neighb'ring Spring, 
% Whilſt I the Motion of the Winds explor'd; 
Then ſummon'd in my Crew, and went aboard, 
* Opheltes heard my Summons, and with Joy 
_ 4 Brought to the Shore a ſoft and lovely Boy, 
With more than Female Sweetneſs in his Look, 
« Whom ſtraggling in the neighb'ring Fields he took. 
„With Fumes of Wine the little Captive glows, _ 
„ And nods with Sleep, and ſtaggers as he goes, 
I view'd him nicely, and began to trace 
„ Each heav'nl; Feature, each immortal Grace, 
% And ſaw Divinity in all his Face,” 
4 I know not who, ſaid. I, this God ſhould bez 
ut that he is a God, I plainly ſee; — _ 
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. And Thou, who-e'er thou art, excuſe the Force 
« Theſe Men have us'd ; and oh befriend our Courſe! 
Pray not for us, the nimble Dicys cry'd, 
« Di&ys, that could the Main-top Maſt beſtride, } 
« And down the Ropes with active Vigour ſlide. 
« To the ſame Purpoſe old Eupepens ſpoke, 
„Who overlook'd the Oars, and tim'd the Stroke; 
« The ſame the Pilot, and the ſame the reſt ; 
« Such impious Avarice their Souls poſſeſt. ; 
« Nay, Heay'o forbid, that I ſhould bear away 
« Within my Veſſel ſo divine a Prey, 
« Said I; and ſtood to hinder their Intent: 
„ When Lycabas, a Wretch for Murder ſent , 
From Tuſcany, to ſuffer Baniſhment, "= M 
With his clench'd Fift had ſtruck me over-board, 
Had not my Hands in falling graſp'd a Cord. 
His baſe Confederates the Fact approve; 
When Bacchus (for twas he) begun to move, 
« Wak'd by the Noiſe and Clamours which they rais'd, 
And ſhook his drowſy Limbs, and round him r 
What means this Noiſe, he cries; am I betray'd > 
Ah, whither, whither muſt I be convey'd ?”* 
„Fear not, ſaid Prortus, Child, but tell us where 
£ You with to land, and truſt our friendly Care.“ 
To Naxos then direct your Courſe, ſaid he 
1% Naxos a hoſpitable Port ſhall be } 
To each of you, a joyful Home to me.“ 
E By ev'ry God, that rules the Sea or Sky, 
„The perjur'd Villains promiſe to comply, 


« And 
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„ And bid me haſten to unmoor the Ship. : 
% With eager Joy I launch into the Deep; 

« And, heedleſs of the Fraud, for Naxos ſtand. 
They whiſper oft, and beckon with the Hand, 

“% And give me Signs, all anxious for their Prey, 
& To tack about, and ſteer another Way. 

Then let ſome other to my Poſt ſucceed, 

« Said I, I'm guiltleſs of ſo foul a Deed. 

„% What, ſays Ethalion, muſt the Ship's whole Crew 
« Follow your Humour, and depend on you? 

« And ſtrait himſelf he ſeated at the Prore, 

& And tack'd about, and ſought another Shore, 

„The beauteous Youth now found bimſelf be 

„ 
“ And from the Deck the rifing Waves ſurrey'd, 
And ſeem'd to weep, and as he wept, he ſaid, 
„And do you thus my eaſy Faith beguile? 
Thus do you bear me to my native Iſle? 
Will ſuch a Multitude of Men employ 
Their Strength againſt a weak defenceleſs Boy?“ 

* In vain did I the God- like Youth deplore, 
“The more I begg'd, they thwarted me the more. 
„And now by all the Gods in Heav*n that hear 
4“ This ſolemn. Oath, by Bacchus ſelf I ſwear, 

6 The mighty Miracle that did enfue, _ 
Altho' it ſeems beyond Belief, is true. 
The Veſſel, fix'd and rooted in the Flood, 
« Unmoyv'd by all the beating Billows ſtood. 
„In vain the Mariners would plough the Main 
— With Sails unſurl'd, and rike their Oars in vain; 
3 8 Around 


* 
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« Around their Oars a twining Ivy cleaves, 
And climbs the Maſt, and hides the Cords in Leaves: 
« The Sails are cover'd with a chearful Green, 
% And Berries in the fruitful Canvas ſeen, 
« Amidſt the Waves a ſudden Foreſt rears 
« [ts verdant Head, and a new Spring appears. 

« The God we now behold with open'd Eyes; 
« A Herd of ſpotted Panthers round him lies 
« In glaring Forms; the grapy Cluſters ſpread 
% On his fair Brows, and dangle on his Head. 
« And whilſt he frowns, and brandiſhes his Spear, 
« My Mates ſurpriz'd with Madneſs or with Fear, 
« Leap'd over-beard ; firſt perjur'd Madon found 
« Rough Scales and Fins his ſtiff ning Sides ſurround ; 
« Ah what, cries one, has thus transform'd thy Lock? 
« Strait his own Mouth grew wider as he ſpoke; | 
„ And now he views himſelf with like Surprize. 

4 $till at his Oar th* induftrious Zybis plies; | 
6 But, as he plies, each buſy Arm ſhrink in, 
And, by Degrees, is faſhion'd to a Fin. 
== Another, as he catches at a Cord, | 

« Miſſes his Arms, and, tumbling over-board, 
% With his broad Fins and forky Tail be "RY 
The rifing Surge, and flounces in the Waves. 


35 : « Thus all my Crew transform'd around the Ship, 


« Or dive below, or on the Surface leap, "= p | 
% And ſpout the Waves, and wanton in the Deep. 


E Full nineteen Sailors did the Ship convey, 


A Shole of nineteen Dolphins round her play. 

\* [ only in the proper Shape appear, 
« Speechleſs with Wonder, and half dead with Fear, 
'# 1 | 6& Till 
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„Till Bacchus kindly bid me fear no more. 
„With him 1 landed on the Chiar Shore, 
„And him ſhall ever gratefully adore.” ?“ 
& This forging Slave, ſays Pentheus, wou prevail 
* O'er our juft Fury by a far-fetch'd Tale: 
« Go, let him feel the Whips, the Swords, * Fi ire, 
* And in the Tortures of the Rack expire.“ 
Th' officious Servants hurry him away, 
And the poor Captive in a Dungeon lay. 
But whilſt the Whips and Tortures are prepar'd, 
The Gates fly open, of themſelves unbarr'd; 
At Liberty th? unfetter'd Captive ſtands, 
And * the ole” n from his Hands, 


+ The Death of PaNTHEUS. 


I. 


aw; Pentbeis, grown more furious than before, : 


' Refolv'd to fend bis Meffengers no more, 
But went himnſelf to the diſtracted Throng, 
Where high:Cizheron echo'd with their Song. 
And as the fiery War-horfe paws the Ground, 
And ſnorts and trembles at the Trumpets Sound 
Tranſported thus he heard the frantick Rout, 
And rav'd and madden'd at the diftant Shout. 
A ſpacious Circuit on the Hill there ſtood, 


7 vel and wide, and ſkirted round with Wood; 


Here the raſh Pentheus, with unhallow'd Eyes, 

The howling Dames and myſtick Orgies ſpies. 

His Mother fternly view'd him where he ſtood, 
And kindled 1 into — as ſhe views: YL 


$7 | | 1 8 Her | 
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Her leafy Jav'lin at her Son ſhe caſt, 
And cries, * The Boar that lays our Country wafte ! 
„ The Boar, my Siſters ! Aim the fatal Dart, 

. And ftrike the brindled Monſter to the Heart.“ 
Nent bent aſtoniſh'd heard the diſmal Sound, 
And ſees the yelling Matrons gath'ring round; + 
He ſees, and weeps at his approaching Fate, 
And begs for Mercy, and repents too late. 

% Help, help! my Aunt Autonee, he cry'd; 

e Remember how your own Aden dy'd.” 
Deaf to his Cries, the frantick Matron crops 
| One ſtretch'd- out Arm, the other Ino lops. 
In vain does Pen beus to his Mother ſue, 
And the raw bleeding Stumps preſents to View: C 
His Mother howl'd ; and, heedleſs of his Pray'r, 
Her trembling Hand ſhe twiſted in his Hair, } 
And this, ſhe cry'd, ſhall be Agave s Share, 

When from the Neck his ſtruggling Head ſhe dove, 
Au in her Hands the ghaſtly Viſage bore. 
| With Pleaſure all the hideous Trunk - "mY 3 BY 
Then pull'd and tore the mangled Limbs away, 4 
As ſtarting in the Pangs of Death it lay. 9 
Soon as the Wood its leafy Honours caſts, 
Blown off and ſcatter'd by autumnal Blaſts, 
Wich ſuch a ſudden Death lay Pentbeus ſlain, ; 
L And | in a thouſand Pieces ſtrow'd the Plain. | 
. By ſo diſtinguiſhing a Judgment awd, 
5 * 7 hobans tremble, and confeſs the God. 


The End of the Third Book. ” 
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METAMORPHOSES. 
= B O o K in.. 

The Story F ALCITHGE and ber Sites 

1 By Mr. E us E N. 


NA ET ſtill Alcithoe perverſe remains, 
And Bacchus fill, and all his * diſ⸗- 


dains. 
. Too rah, and madly bold, ſhe bids him 
R hs 


Himſelf a God, nor owns the Son of Jove, | 
Her Siſters too unanimous agree, 
Faithful Aſſociates in Impiety. . 

Be this a ſolemn Feaſt, the Prieſt had ſaid ; vs 
Be, with each Miftreſs, unemploy'd each Maid. 
With Skins of Beafts your tender Limbs encloſe, 


And with an fvy-Crown adorn your Brows, 
6 The 
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A mourning People, and a vengeful God. 


| Diſtaffs, and Wool half ſpun, away they throw: 


Thou mighty Bromizs, hail, from Light'ning ſprung! 


Or liſten, Parent of the genial Vine! 
Jachus! Ewan! loudly they repeat, 


Stil'd juftly Liber in the Roman Song. 


| Years roll'd on Years, yet ſtill a blooming. Boy. 


| Lycurgus, Penthtns, equally profane, 
Buy thy juſt Vengeance equally were ſlain. 
Buy thee the Tvfcans, who conſpir'd to keep 
Thee Captive, plung'd, and cut with Fins the Decp. | 
With painted Reins, all-glitt'ring from afar, . 
The ſpotted Lynxes proudly draw thy Car. 


The leafy Thyr/us high in Triumph bear, 
And give your Locks to wanton in the Air, 
Theſe Rites profan'd, the holy Seer foreſhow'd 


Matrons and pious Wives Obedience ſhow, 
Then Incenſe burn, and, Bacchus, thee adore, 


Or lov'ſt thou Menus, or Lyzus more? 
O! doubly got, Ol doubly born, they ſang, 


Hail, Thyon, Eleleus “ each Name is thine : 


And not one Grecian Attribute forget, 
W hich to thy Praiſe, great Deity, belong, 


Eternity of Youth is thine ! enjoy 


In Heav'n thou ſhin'ſ with a ſuperior Grace; 
Conceal thy Horns, and *tis a Virgin's Face. 
Thou taught'ſt the tawny Indian to obey, | 
And Ganges, ſmoothly flowing, own'd thy Sway: 


Around, the Bacche, and the Satyrs throng, 


_ Behind, Silenus, * lags ſlow * 


on 
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On his dull Aſs he nods from Side to Side, 


Forbears to fall, yet half forgets to ride. 


Still at thy near Approach, Applay ſes loud 


Are heard, with Yellings of the Female Crowd. 


Timbrels, and boxen Pipes, with mingled Cries, 


Swell up in Songs confus d, ald rend the Skies. 


Come, Bacchus, come propitious, all implore, 
And act thy ſacred Orgies o'er and o'er. 


But Minen Daughters, while theſe Reits were paid, 


At home, impertinently buſy, Qaid: 


Their wicked Taſks they ply with various Art, 
And thro' the Loom the fliding Shuttle dart; 

Or at the Fire to comb the Wool they ſtand, 
Or twirl the Spindle with a dextrous Hand. 
Guilty themſelves, they force the Guiltleſs in; 


Their Maids, who ſhare the Labour, mare the Sin. 
At laſt one Siſter cries, who nimbly knew = | 
To draw nice Threads, and wind the fineſt Clue, 


While others idly rove, and Gods revere, Ee 
Their fancy'd Gods! they know not who, or where; 


Let us, whom Pallas taught her better Arts, 
Still working, cheer with mirthful Chat our Hearts; 


And to deceive the Time, let me prevail 
With each by Turns to tell ſome antique Tale. 


| Bhe ſaid; her Siſters Iik' d the Humour well, 
And ſmiling, bade her the firſt Story tell. 


But ſhe a- While profoundly ſeem'd to muſe, 
| Perplex'd amid Variety to chuſe : 


And knew not, whether ſhe ſhould firſt ho 
The poor Dircetis, and her wond'rons Fat ate. 


Vor. I. 1 
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The Paleftines believe it to 2 1 x f "I 
And ſhow the Lake, in which her Scales began. 

Or if ſhe rather ſhould the Daughter ling, 

Who in the hoary Verge of Life took Wing; 1 
Who ſoar'd from Earth, and dwelt i in Tow'is on high, 
And now a Dove ſhe flits along the Sky. | 

Or how lewd Nais, when her Luft was 405 4 

To Fiſhes turn'd the Youths, the had enjoy'd, 

| By pow 'rful Verſe, and Herbs; Effect moſt range! 
At laſt the Changer ſhar'd herſelf the Chance. 

Or how the Tree, which once white Rerrics bore, 
Still Crimſon bears, ſince ſtain,d with crimſon Gore, | 
The Tree was new; ſhe likes it, and begins 

To tell the ans and as ſhe wp the ſpins. 


The Story of Praamus and Ti ISBE, 4 


In Babylon, where firſt her Queen, for State 1 
| Rais'd Walls of Brick magnificeptly great, oY 
Liv'd Pyramus and Thiſbe, lovely Pair! 1 
He found no Eaſtern Youth his Equal there, | 
And ſhe beyond the faireft Nymph was fair. 

A clofer Neighbourhood was never known, 

Tho' two the Hou'es yet the Roof was one. | 
Acquaintance grew, the Acquaintance they 3 improve | 
To Friendihip, Friendſhip ripen'd into Love: 

Love had been crou n'd, but impotently mad, 
What Parents could not hinder, they forbad. 
For wich f-rce F lame: young Pyramus ſill burn'd, 


And grateful Thihge Flames as fierce return d. 
i Aloud 
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Aloud in Words their Thoughts they dare not break, 
But filent ſtand ; and ſilent Looks can ipeak. 

The Fire of Love the more it is ſuppreſs'd. 

The more it glows, and rages in the Breaſt. 

When the Diviſion-wall was built, a Chink 

Was left, the Cement unobſerv'd to ſhrink : 

So flight the Cranny, that it ſtill had been 

For Centuries unclos'd, becauſe unſeen, 

But oh! what Thing ſo ſmall, ſo ſecret lies, | 
Which *ſcapes, if form'd for Love, a Lover's Eyes? 
Ev'n in this narrow Chink they quickly found 

A friendly Paſſage for a trackleſs Sound. 

Safely they told their Sorrows, and their Joys, 

In whiſper'd Murmurs and a dying Noiſe, 

By Turns to catch each other's Breath they krore, 
And ſuck'd in all the balmy Breeze of Love. 

Olt as on diff'rent Sides they ſtood, they cry'd, - 
Malicious Wall, thus Lovers to divide ! . 
Suppoſe; thou ſnould'ſt a while to give us Place 
To lock, and faſten in a cloſe Embrace: 
But if too much to grant ſo ſweet a Bliſs, 
Indulge at lealt the Pleaſure of a Kiſs. 

We ſcorn Iogratitude: to thee, we know, 
This ſafe Conveyance of our Minds we owe. 
Thus they their vain Petition did renew | 

Till Night, and then they ſoftly ſigh'd Adieu. 
But firſt they ſtrove to kiſs, and that was all; 

Their Kiſſes dy'd untaſled on the Wall. 

Svon as the Morn had o'er the Stars prevail'd, 
| And warm'd by. n Flow'rs their Dews exhal'd, 


"i | The 


]juſt on the Margin of a gurgling Brook. 
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The Lovers to their well-known Place return, 
Alike they ſuffer, and alike they mourn. 

At laſt their Parents they reſolve to cheat, 

(If to deceive in Love be called Deceit) 

To ſteal-by Night from home, and thence unkn »wn 
To ſeek the Fields, and quit th' unfaithful Town. 

- But, to prevent their waud'ring in the Dark, 

They both agree to fix upon a Mark; 

A Mark, that could not their Deſigns expo'e : 

The Tomb of Nizus was the Mark they choſe. 
There they might reſt ſecure beneath the Shade, 
Which Boughs, with ſnowy Fruit encumber'd, made: 
A wide-ſpread Mulberry its Riſe had took 


Impatient for the friendly Duſk they ſtay, 
And chide the Slowneſs of departing Day; 

In Weſtern Seas down ſunk at laſt the Light, 

From Weſtern Seas up-roſe the Shades of Night. 
The loving Thifte ev'n prevents the Hour, : 

Wich cautious Silence ſhe unlocks the Door, FE 

| And veils her, Face, and marching thro? the Gloom f 

Swiftlx arrives at th“ Aſſignation · Tomb. 

For ftill the fearful Sex can fearleſs prove; 

Boldly they act, if ſpirited by Love. 

When lo! a Lioneſs ruſh'd o'er the Plain, 
-Grimly beſmear'd with Blood of Oxen ſlain: 
And what to the dire Sight new Horrors brought. 3 

To flake her Thirſt the neighb' ring Spring ſhe ſought.. 

Wich, by the Moon, when trembling 7hifbe ſpies, _ 
Wing d with her Fear, ſwift, as the Wind, ſpe flies; 
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And in a Cave recovers from her Fright, _ 
But dropp'd her Veil confounded in her Flight. 
When ſated with repeated Draughts, again 


T be Queen of Beaſts ſcour'd back along the Plain; 
| She found the Veil, and mouthing it all o'er, 


With bloody Jaws the lifeleſs Prey ſhe tore. 


The Youth, who could not cheat his Guards fo ſoon, 


Late came, and noted by the glimm' ring Mcon 
Some ſavage Feet, new printed on the Ground, 


His Cheeks turn'd pale, his Limbs no Vigour found: 


But when, advancing on, the Veil he ſpy'd 
Diſtain'd with Blood, and. ghaſtly torn, he cry'd, 
One Night ſhall Death to two young Lovers give, 
But ſhe deſerv'd unnumber'd Years to live! 
Tis I am guilty, I have thee betray d. 

Who came not early, as my charming Maid. 
Whatever flew thee, I the Cauſe remain, 


I nam'd, and fix'd the Place where thou waſt ſlain. 


Ve Lions from your neighb'ring Dens repair, 
Pity the Wretch, this impious Body tear!. 

But Cowards thus for Death can idly cry; 
The Brave ſtill have it in their Pow's to die. 


Then to th* appointed Tree he haſtes away, 


The Veil firſt gather'd, tho? all rent it lay: 
The Veil all rent yet ſtill itſelf endears,, 
He kiſt, and kiffing, waſt'd it with his Tears. 


Tho' rich (he cry'd) with many a precious Stain, | 


Still from my Blood a deeper Tincture gain; 


And fell ſupine, extended on the Ground. 
T 3 15 


Then in his Breaſt his ſhining Sword he drown'd, 


— 
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As out again the Blade he dying drew, 

Out ſpun'the Blood, and ſtreaming upwards flew. 

So if a Conduit-pipe e' er burſt you ſaw, 

Swift ſpring the guſhing Waters thro” the Flaw: 
Then ſpouting in a Bow, they riſe on high, 

And a new Fountain plays amid the Sky. 

'The Berries, ftain'd with Blood, began to ſhow 

A dark Complexion, and forgot their Snow ; 

While fatten'd with the flowing Gore, the Root 

Was 'doorfi'd for ever to a purple Fruit. 


Mean Time poor The fear'd, ſo long ſhe ftay'd, 
Her Lover might ſuſpe& a perjur'd Maid. 

Her Fright ſcarce o'er, ſhe ſtrove the Youth to find 

With ardent Eyes, which ſpoke an ardent Mind, 

Already in his Arms, the hears him figh | 

At her Deſtruction, which was once ſo nigh. 

The Tomb, -the Tree, but not the Fruit ſhe knew, ? 

The · Fruit he doubted for its alter d Hue: 

Still as ſhe doubts, her Eyes a Body found 

 Quiv'rivg in Death, and gaſping on the Ground, 

She ſtarted back, the Red her Cheeks forſook, 

And ev'ry Nerve with thrilling Horrors ſhook. 

So trembles che ſmooth Surface of the Seas, 

If bruſn'd oer gently with a riſing Breeze. 

But when her View her bleeding Love confeſt, 

he ſhriek'd, the tore her Hair, ſhe beat her Breaſt. 
| She rais'd the Body, and embrac'd it round, 


And bath'd with Tears unfeign'd the gaping Wound, 4 


Then her warm Lips to the cold Face apply d, 
And is it thus, ah l thus we meet! the cry'd, _ 


My | 
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My Pyramus whenceſ prung thy cruel Fate? 

My Pyrames {———ah ! ſpeak, ere tis tao late. 

J, thy own Thifbe, but one Word implore, 

One Word thy Thi never aſk'd before. 

At ßes Name, awak'd, he open'd wide X 
His dying Eyes; with dying Eyes he try d ' } 
On her to dell, but clos'd them flow, and dy'd. 
Ihe fatal Cauſe was now at laſt explor'd, 
Uer Veil ſhe knew, and ſaw his ſheathleſs Sword : 
From thy own Hand thy Ruin thou haſt found, 

She ſaid, but Love firſt taught that Hand to-wound.. 

Ev'n I for thee as bold a Hand can ſhow, 

And Lovez which ſhall as true direct the Blow. 

I will againſt the Woman's Weakneſs ſirive, 

And never ther, lamented Youths. ſurvive. - 
The World may ſay, 1 caus'd, alas h thy Death, 
Zut ſaw thee breathleſs, and reſign'd my Breath. 
Fate, tho it conquers, ſhall no Triamph gain. 
Fate, that divides us, ſtill divides in vain. a 

Nov, boch our cruel Parents, hear my Pray' rs 8 
My Pray' x to offir for us both I dare; ꝑ 


Whom Love at firſt, and Fate at lat has join'd... 
The Bliſs; you envy'd, is not our Requeſt; 
Lovers, when dead, may ſure together reſt, 
Thou, Tree, where now one lifeleſs Lump is laid, 
; Ere long oer two ſhalt caſt a friendly Shade. N 
Still let our Loves from thee be undlerſtood, . 
Still witneſs in chy purple F ruit our, Blood. 
She ſpoke, and in her. Boſom plung d he Sword, 
All warm and recking from ita ſlaug Zhter Werk. 
ee od. * Wee 


O! ſee our Aſnes in one Urn conH½J⁴d, 8 . 


w. 


PFieuus, and Mary, with his far-piercing Eyes 
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The Pray'r, which dying 5c: had preferr'd, 

Both Gods, and Parents, with Compaſſion heard, 

The Whitenefs of the Mulberry ſoon fled, 7 

And rip'ning, ſadden'd in a duſky Red; 

Whilſt boch their Parents their loft Children mourn, 

And mix their Aſhes in one golden Urn. | 

Thus did the melancholy Tale conclude, 

And a ſhort, filent Interview enſu'd 

The next in Birth unloos'd her areful Tongue, a 

And drew attentive 1 the Sidler Thros 6+ 


The "tory of LEUCOTHOE and the sor. 


The Sun, the Source of Licht, by Beauty's Po. 1 
Once am'rous grew; then hear the Sun's Amour | ; 


This God firſt ſpyd; this God firſtalt Things ſpies. 
Stung at the Sight, and ſwiſt on Miſchief bent, | 
To haughty Juno ſhapeleſs Son he went: 
The Goddeſs, and her God Gallant betray d, 
And told the Cuckold where their Pranks were play 4. 
Poor Valxas ſoon deſir'd to hear no more, N 
He dropp'd his Hammer, and he fliook all o'er :- 
Then Courage takes, and full of vengeful Ire 
He heaves the Bellows, and blows fierce the Fire: |} 
From liquid Brafs, tho? ſure, yet ſubtle Snares 
He forms, and next a wond'rous Net prepares, 
Drawn with ſuch curious Art, ſo nicely fly, 
Unſeen the Maſhes cheat the ſearching Eye, 
Not half ſo thin their Webs the Spiders weave, 
Which the moſt wary, buzzing Prey deceive, 


Theſe 


* 
42 * * 
„ 

« * 
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Theſe Chains, obedient to the Touch, he ſpread 
In ſecret Foldings o'er the conſcious Bed: 
The conſcious Bed again was quickly preſt 
By the fond Pair, in lawleſs Raptures bleſt, 
Marr wonder'd at his Cytherea's Charms, 
More faſt than ever lock'd within her Arms. 
While Vulcan th Iv'ry Doors unbarr'd with Care, 
Then call'd the Gods to view the ſportive Pair: 
The Gods throng' d in, and ſaw in open Day,. 
Where Mar, and Beauty's Queen, all naked lay. 
O! ſhameful Sight, if ſhameful that we name, . 
Which Gods with Envyview'd, and could not dune, 
Zut, for the Pleaſure, wiſh'd to bear the Shame. 
Each Deity, with Laughter tir'dꝭ departs, 
5 Yet all fill laugh'd at Vulcas in their Hearts. 
* Thro' Heav'n the News of this Surpriſal run, 
But Venus did not thus forget. the 8un. 
He, who ftoPa Tranſports idly had betrays, 
By a Betrayer was in kind repay d. 
What now avails, great God, thy piercing Blaze, 
That Youth, and Beauty, and thoſe golden Rays? 
Thou, who canſt warm this Univerſe alone, 
 Feel'&mnow a Warmth more pow?tful than thy own: 
Lad thoſe bright Eyes, whichi-all Things ſhould n 
| Know not from fair, Lexcothee to firay. 
The Lamp of.Light; for human Good tins : 
Is to one Virgin niggardly coufin'd.. | 45 
Sometimes too early riſe thy Eaſtern beams; 
So etimes too late they ſet in OE Is 


Tis chen her Beauty thy ſwift Coorſe delays, 
And Lives to Winter Skies long Summer Days. 


1. 8 Now. 
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Now ia thy Face thy love-fick Mind appears, 

And ſpreads thro? impious Nations empty Fears: 
For when thy beamleſs Head is wrapt in Night, 
Poor Mortals tremble in deſpair of Light. 

*Tis not the Moon that o'er thee caſts a Veil, 
Tis Love alone, which makes thy Looks ſo pale. 
Leueethot is grown thy only Care, 

Not Phaeron's fair Mother now is fair, 

The youthful Rhodos moves no tender Thought, 
And beauteous Por/ is at laſt forgot, 

Fond Chrie, ſcorn'd, yet lov'd, and ſought thy Bed, 
Evin then thy Heart for other Virgins bled. 

- Leucathoe has all thy Soul poſſeſt, . 
And chas'd each rival Paſſion from thy Breaſt. 

To this bright Nymph Ezrynome gave Birth 
Ins the bleſt Confines of the ſpicy Earth. 
Excelling others, ſhe herſelf beheld 5 
Buy her own blooming Daughter far excell'd.. 
The Sire was Orchamus, whoſe vaſt Command, 
The Sevinth from Balu, rul'd the Perfian Land. 
Deep in cool Vales, beneath th* He/Perian Sky, 

For the Sun's fiery Steeds the Paſtures lie. 
| : Ambroſia there they cat, and thence they gain 
New Vigour, and their daily Toils ſuſtain. 

| While thus on heav'nly Food the Courſers ſed,. 
And Night, around, her gloomy Empire ſpread, 
The God aſſum'd bis Mother's Shape and Air, 

And paſy'd, unbeeded ta his darling Fair. 3 
Cloſe by a Lamp, with Maids encompaſs' d roundz. 

The royal Spinſter, full employ d, he found : 7 1 

| 1 OY as; 


- << 
1 — 
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Tllen ery'd, a-while from Work, my Daughter, xeſt ;; 

And, like u Mother, ſcarce her Lips he proſt..; 

Servants retire ? nor Segrets, dare to hear, 

Intruſted only to a Daughter's Ear. 

They ſwift obeyꝰ d: not one, ſuſpicious, thought 

The Secret, which their Miſtreſs would be taught. 

Then he :- fince now no Witneſſes are near, 

Behold the God, who guides the various Year! 84 

The World's vaſt Eye, of Light the Source {ec rene, | 

Who all Things ſees, by whom are all Things ſeen,. 

Believe me, Nymph, (for I the Truth have ſhow'd) 

Thy Charms have Pow'r to charm ſo great a God. 

Confus'd, ſhe heard him his foft Paſſion tell. 

And on the Floor, untwirl'd, the Spindle fell: 

Still from the ſweet Confuſion ſome new. Grace 5 

Bluſh'd. out by Stealth, and-lavguiſh'd in her race 

The Lover; now inflam'd, hynſelf put on, 

And out at once the God, all-radiant, ſnone. 

The Virgin ſtarted at his alter d Form. | 

Too weak to bear a God's impetuaus Storm F | 

No more againſt the dazzling Youth; ſhe ſtrove, Ng 

But filent yielded, and indulg'd his Loye,, 

Iuhis Chtie knew, and knew ſhe. was undone, | 2p 

| Whoſe Soul was fix'd, and doated on the Sun. 3 

She rag'd to think on her neglected Charms, 

And Phabus,. panting in another's Arms. 

With envious Madneſs fir d, the flies in haſte, 

And tells the King his Daughter xa unchaſte. 

The King, incens'd to hear 8 3 
No more an Father. nor the py . ol 

Jod * dr) 2 __ 


7 
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In vain ſhe ftretch'd her Arms, and turn'd her Eyes 
To her lov'd God, the Enlightner of the Skies. 

In vain ſhe own'd it was à Crime; yet ſtill. 

It was. a Crime nat acted by her: Will. 

The brutal Sire ſtood deaf to ev ry Pray'r, 

And deep dn Earth entomb'd alive the Fair. 
What PHH, could do, was by Phebzs done; 

Full on her Grave with pointed Beams he ſhone: 
To pointed Beams the gaping Earth: gave Way; 3 
Had the Nymph Eyes, her Eyes had ſeen the Day, 
But lifeleſs now, yet lovely ſtill, ſhe lay. + | 
Not more the God wept, when the World was fir'd, 
And in the Wreck his blooming Boy expir d. 
The vital Hame he ſtrives to light again, 
Ad warm the frozen Blood in ev'ry Vein: 
But ſince reſiſtleſs Fates -· deny d. that POW r, 
On the cold Nymph he raind a Nectar Show r. 
Ah! undeſerving this (he ſaid) to-die, . 
Yet ſtill in Odours thou ſhalt reach the Sky. 
The Bddy ſoon diſſalv'd, and all around 
Perfum'd with heav'nly Fragrancies the Ground; 
A Sacrifice for Gods up-roſe from thence,  _ 

A ſweet delightful Tree of Frankincenſe, | 


The Tramfarmatio of C1y * 1 . 


Tho? guilty Chis thus the- San We, 
| Ry too much Paſſiom ſhe was guilty made. 
Exceſs of Bove begot Exceſs of Grief, 

Grief fondly hade her hene to hope Relief. 


* 
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But angry Phabus hears, unmov'd, her Sighs, 
And ſcornful from her loathd Embraces flies. 
All Day, all Night, in trackleſs Wilds, alone 
She pin'd, and taught the liſt' ning Rocks her Moan, 
On the bare Earth ſhe lies, her Boſom bare, . 
| Looſe her Attire, diſhevell'd is her Hair. 
Nine Times the Morn unbarr d the Gates of Light, 
As oft were ſpead th” alternate Shades of Night, 
So long no Suſtenance the Mourner knew, 
Unleſs ſhe drank her Tears, or ſuck'd the Deu. 
She turn'd about, but roſe not from the Ground, 
Turn'd to the Sun, full as he roll'd. his Round: 
On his bright Face hung her defiring Eyes, 
Till fix d. to Earth the ſtrove in vain to riſe... 
Her Looks their Paleneſs in a Flow'r retain'd,, 
But here, and the re, ſome purple Streaks they gain d- 


Still the lov'd Object the fond Leaves purſue, 


Still move their Root, the moving Sun to- Views, i a 
And in the Helierrope the Nymph is true. 2 
Tue Siſters heard theſe Wonders with Supre, 
But part receiv d them as romantie Lies ;, 
And pertly rally d, that they could not ſes 
In Pow'rs Divine ſo.vaſt: an Euergy. 
Part owuꝰ d, true Gods ſuch: Miracles might 3 
Zut on d not Bacchus, one: among the true. 
At laſt a common, juſt Requeſt. they make, | 
And beg Alcithee hen Turn to take... 
Vill (ſhe ſaid} andpleaſe-you, if Lcan;. 
Then ſhot her Shuttle ſwiſt, and thus began... 
The Fate of Dapinis is 4 Fate toorkhawng. 
"Whom an enamour d Nymph. transform'd to mon. 
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Becauſe ſhe fear'd another Nymph might ſee! So 
The lovely Youth, and love as much as ſne: 
So ſtrange the Madneſs is of Jealouſy.” |» 
Nor ſhall T tell, what Changes S:y/hon made, 

And how he walk'd a Man, or tripp'd a Maid. 

You too would peeviſh frown, and Ä—̃— want 

To hear how Cælnis grew an Adamant. 5 

He once was dear to Joe, and ſaw of old 
Joe, when à Child; but what he ſaw, he told. 
Crocus and Smiax may be turn'd to Flow'rs, 

And the Curetes ſpring from bounteous Show'rs ; 

I paſs a hundred Legends ſtale, as theſe, 

And with ſweet ne you Taſte will "_ 


The 2 of SALMAC1s _; Hana 
of FHRODITUS, | -Y 


By Ms. Avppison. 
Ho Salmacis, with weak enfeebling Streams 
Softens the Body, and unnerves the Limbs, .. 
And what the ſecret Cauſe, ſhall here be ſhown 5; 
The Cauſe is ſecret, but th Effect is known... 28 
The Natads nurſt an Infant heretofore,, 
That Cytherea once to Hermes bore : | 
From both th? illuſtrious Authors of his Race 2 
The Child was nam d; nor was it Hard to trace 
Boch the bright Parents thre? the Infant's Face. $ 
When fiſteen Vears in Ida's cool Retreat | _ d 2! 4 
The Boy had told, he left hies native Scat, 
* And ſought freſh Fountains in a foreign Soil : 
Th FS Ins: 1 et I 
01685 as tac * E 
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With eager Steps the Lycian Fields he croſt, 

And Fields that border on the Lycian Coaſt; 

A River here he view'd fo lovely bright, 3 

It ſhew'd the Bottom in a fairer Light, 

Nor kept a Sand conceal'd from human Sight. 
The Stream produc'd nor ſlimy Ooze, nor Weeds, 
| Nor miry Ruſhes, nor the ſpiky Reeds; 
But dealt enriching Moiſture all around. 
-j The fruitful Banks with chearful Verdure crown a, | 
[ And kept the Spring Eternal on the Ground. 
A Nymph preſides, not practis'd in the Chace, 
Nor ſkilful at the Bow, nor at the Race; 
Of all the blue-ey'd Daughters of the Main, 
The only Stranger to Diana's Train: 
Her Siſters often, as tis ſaid, would cry, 
« Fye, Salmacis : what, always idle! fye. 
Or take thy Quiver, or thy Arrows feize, 
„And mix the Toils of Hunting with thy Eaſe.- 
Nor Quiver ſhe, nor Arrows e er would feize, 
Nor mix the Toils of Hunting with her Eafe, 

- But oft would bathe her in the Chryſtal Tide, 
Oft with a Comb her dewy Locks divide; 
Now in the limpid Streams ſhe views her Face, 
And dreſt her Image in the floating Glaſs: 

On Beds of Leaves ſhe now repo?'d her Limbs, 
Now gather'd Flow'rs that grew about her "og 
And then by Chance was gathering, as he ftvod | 
Io view the Boy, and long ed fon what ſhe view'd.. 
| Fain would ſhe meet the Youth with haſty Feet, 

_ She fain wauld meet him, but refus'd to meet 


"on * . 
* 1 


136 Ovid's Metamorphoſes. Book IV. 
Before her Looks were ſet with niceſt. Care, 
And well deferv'd te be reputed fair. 1 
Bright Youth, ſhe cries, whom all thy Features prove | 
A God, and, if a God, the God of Love; 
« But if a Mortal, bleſt thy Nurſe's Breaſt, 
« Bleſt are thy Parents, and thy Siſters bleſt: 
& But oh how bleft! how more than bleſt thy Bride, 
« Ally'd in Bliſs, if any yet ally d-. 
If ſo, let mine the ſtolꝰh Enjoy ments be; no 
If net, behold a willing Bride in me.” | [Shame, | 
The Boy knew nought of Love, and touch'd with 
He ſtrove, andbluſh'd, but ſtill the Bluſh became : * 
In riſing Bluſmes ſtill freſh Beauties roſe; 
Then ſunny Side of Eruit ſuch Bluſhes ſhows ; 
And ſuch the Mbon, when all her Silver White 
Turns in Eclipſes to a ruddy Light. 
The Nymph ſtill begs, if not a nobler Bliſs, 
A cold Salute at leaſt, a Siſter's Kiſs: 
And now prepares to take the lovely Boy 
Between her Arms. He, innocently coy, 
Replies, Or leave me to myſelf alone, 
4 You rude uncivil Nymph, or'l be gone.” 
„ Fair Stranger then; ſays ſhe, it-ſhall-be ſo; 
And, for ſhe fear d. his- Threats, ſhe feign'd to gs. 
But hid within a-Covert's-neighb'ring Green, 
She kept him ſtill in Sight, herſelf unſeen. 
The Boy now fancies all the Danger o er, 
And innocently. ſports. about the Shore, 
Flayful and wantoa to the Stream he trips, 
And dips his. Foot, and ſhuvers as he dips... 
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The Coolneſs pleas'd him, and with eager Haſte 

His airy Garments on the Banks he caſt; | 

His Godlike Features, and his heav*nly Hue, 

And all his Beauties were expos'd to View. 

His naked Limbs the Nymph with Rapture ſpies, 

While hotter Paſſions in her Boſom riſe, } 

- Fluſh in her Cheeks, and ſparkle in her Eyes. 

She longs, the burns to claſp bim in her Arms, 

And looks, and fighs, aud kindles at his Charme. 
Now all undreſt upon the Banks he ſtood, 

And clapt his Sides, and leapt into the Flood. 

His lovely Limbs the Silyer Waves divide, 

His Limbs appear more lovely thro' the Tide 'Y 

As Lilies ſhut within a cryſtal Caſe, 

| Receive a gloſſy Luftre from the 1 _ 

He's mine, he's all my own, the Nala cries, 

And flings off all, and after him ſhe flies. 

And now ſhe faſtens on him as he ſwims, 

And holds him cloſe, and wraps about his Limbs, 

The more the Boy refiſted, and was coy, 

The more ſhe clipt, and kiſt the ſtruggling 3 


| $0 when the wriggling Snake is ſnateht on high 


In Eagle's Claws, and hiſſes in the Sky, 

Around the Foe his twirling Tail he flings, 

And twiſts her Legs, and wriths about her Wings. 
- The reſtleſs Boy ſtill obdurately ftrove 

To free himſelf, and fill refus'd her Love. 
Amidſt his Limbs ſhe kept her Limbs intwin'd, 
% And why, coy Youth, the cries, why thus unkind! | 
( Oh may the Gods thus keep us ever join di 
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2 Oh may we ap": never part again! n 


For now ſhe finds b, as bis Limbt ſhe — Jha 
Grow nearer fill, and nearłf to her Freäſt : 
Till, piercing each the other's Fleſh, they run 
Together, and incorporate in nee 
Laft i in one Face are both their Faces join'd, 
when the Stock and grafied Twig conibin'd } 
Shoot up the ſame, and wear a common . | 
Both Bödies in ohe ſingle Body any Ls LA 
And fingſe 'B8ly witk'#'double Ser. 
The By, thos loſt in Woman, now fury 855 
The River's vily ' Stream,” and thus he pray'd = 
(He pray d, 981 wonder d at at his ſofter Tone, oy 3 
Surpriz'd to hear a Voxe but half! is own i 2 
You Parent-Gdds, who e bear aly d ames T bear, * 
Hear your * Hermaphrodile, and grant my Pray; 
Oh grant, that whomſoe" er theſe Streams contain , 
If Man he enter d. he x may riſe again . ] * 
SBupple, unfinew? d, nd but half R 1 
The heay*nl Pauls inſiverd from on high, © 
Their Noc id Sbn,* the dbüdfe Votary; ee = 
Then gave 4 ſecret Virthe to che Flod ,. 2 = 
: And ting di its Source to make his hep gang good... | 


Online by 2 Eu . N. 
Arerruds Md her & ers ee to | 
"Od... L 26397 41 sim ee ler 
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"But Mine? Din ill their Taſks qty 
Fe Wickedneſs moſt 3 true? 
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At Bacchus ſtill they laugh, when all around, 
Unſeen, the Timbrils hoarſe were heard to ſound. 
Saffron and Myrrh their ſragrant Odours ſhed, 

And now the preſent Deity they dread, 
Strange to relate! Here Ivy firſt was ſeen, 
Along the Diſtaff crept the wond*rous Green. 
Then ſudden-ſpringing Vines began to bloom, 
And the ſoft Tendriis curl'd around the Loom: 
While purple Cluſters, dangling from on high, 
Ting'd the wrought Purple with a ſecond Die. 
Now from the Skies was ſhot a doubtful Light, 
The Day declining to the Bounds of Night, 
The Fabrick's firm Foundations ſhake all o'er, 

| Falſe Tigers rage, and figur'd Lions roar. 
Torches, aloft, ſeem blazing in the Air, 
And angry Flaſhes of red Lightnings glare. 

To dark Receſſes, the dire Sight to ſhun, 
Swift the pale Siſters in Confuſion run, 
Their Arms were loſt in Pinions, as they fled, 
And ſubtle Films each flender Limb o' erſpread. 
Their alter'd Forms their Senſes ſoon reveal'd; __ 
Their Forms, how alter'd, Darkneſs ftill conceal'd. 
| Cloſe to the Roof each, wond'ring, upwards ſprings, 
| Borne on unknown, tranſparent, plumeleſs Wings. 
They ſtrove for Words; their little Bodies found 
F No Words, but murmur'd in a fainting Sound, 

In Towns, not Woods, the ſooty Bats delight, 

1 | And, never, till the Duſk, begin their Flight; 4 

Til Jeſper riſes with bis Ev'ning Flame, 

From whom the Romans have deriv'd their Name. 


r 1 
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The Transformation of IN O ond Mz r1- 
c ERTA to Sea-Gods. 


The Pow'r of Bacchus now o'er Thebes had flown Is 
With awful Rev'rence foon the God they own, | | 
Proud Jo, all around the Wonder tells, 

And on her Nephew Deity till dwells. 
Of num'rous Siſters, ſhe alone yet knew 
No Grief, but Grief, which ſhe from Siſters drew. 

Imperial Juno ſaw her with Diſclain, | | 
Vain in her Offspring, in her Conſort vain, | 
| Who rul'd the trembling Th-bans with a Nod, 

But ſaw her vaineſt in her Foſter- God. 

Could then (he cry'd) : a Baſtard-Boy have Pow] r 
Jo make a Mother her own Son devour ? 
Could he the T/cer Crew to Fiſhes change, 
And now three Siſters damm to-Forms ſo-ftrange * - 
| Yet ſhall the Wife of Joe find no Relief? 
Shall ſhe, ſtill unreveng'd, diſcloſe her Grief ?- 
Have I the mighty Freedom to c:mplain ?- 
Is that my Pow'r ? Is that to eaſe my Pain 
A Foe has taught me Vengeance; and who ought 
To ſcorn that Vengeance, which a Foe has taught? 
What ſure Deſtruction frantick Rage can throw, 
The gaping Wounds of ſlaughter'd Pentheus ſhow... 
Why ſhould not Io, fir'd with Madneſs, ſtray, _ 

Like her mad Siſters her own Kindred flay ? } - 

Why, ſhe not follow, where they lead the Way? M 

Don a ſteep, yawning Cave, where Yews diſplay d 
In Arches meet, and lend a baleful Shade, 


— 
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Thro? filent Labyrinths a Paſſage lies 

To mournful Regions, and infernal Skies, | 
Here Sy exhales its noifome Clouds, and here, 
The fun'ral Rites once paid, all Souls appear. 
Stiff Cold, and Horror with a ghaſtly Face 

And ſtaring Eyes, infeſt the dreary Place. 
Ghoſts, new-arriv'd, and Strangers to theſe Plains, 
| Know not the Palace, where grim Pluto reigns. 
| They journey doubtful, nor the Road can tell, 
Which leads to the Metropolis of Hell. 
Athouſand Avenues thoſe Tow'rs command, 

A thouſand Gates for ever open ſtand. 

As all the Rivers, diſembogu'd, find Room 
For all their Waters in old Ocean's Womb: 


So this vaſt City Worlds of Shades receives, 
| And Space for Millions ſtill of Woilds ſhe leaves. 


_ Tt unbody'd Spectres freely rove, and ſhow 

| Whate'er they lov'd on Earth, they love below. 
The Lawyers ſtill, or right, or wrong, ſupport, 
The Courtiers ſmoothly glide to Pluto's Court. 
Still airy Heroes Thoughts of Glory fire, 

Still the dead Poet firings his deathleſs Lyre, 
And Lovers ſtill with fancy'd Darts expire. 
The Queen of Heav'n to gratify her Hate, 
And ſooth immortal Wrath, forgets her State. 


Down from the Realms of Day, to Realms of Night, 2 


The Goddeſs ſwift precipitates her Flight, 
At Hell arriv'd, the Noiſe Hell's Porter beard, 
Lg enormous Dog bis * Head up rear d: 


Thrice 


Then thinks the bending Tree he can commard, 


Are ever lling, and yet never fill; 
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Thrice from threegrizty Throats he howl'd profound, 
Then ſuppliantconch'd, and ftretch'd along the Ground. 
The trembling Threſhold, which Saturnia preſt, 

The Weight of ſuch Divinity confeſt. 
Before a lofty, adamantine Gate, 
Which clos'd a Tow'r of Braſs, the Furies fate t 
Miſ-ſhapen Forms, tremendous to the Sight, 
Th' implacable foul Daughters of the Night. 
A ſounding Whip each bloody Sifter ſhakes, 
Or from her T'refſes combs the curling Snakes. 
But now great Juno's Majeſty was known; 
Thro' the thick Gloom, all heav'nly bright, ſhe ſhone: 
The hideous Monfters their Obedience ſhow 'd, 
And riſing from their Seats. ſubmiiffive bow'd. 
This is the Place of Woe, here groan the Dead; 
Huge Thu o'er nine Acres here is ſpread. 
Fruitful tor Pain th' immortal Liver breeds, 
Still grows, and ſtill th' infatiate Vulture feeds. 
Poor Tantalus to taſte the Water tries, 
But from his Lips the faithleſs Water flies: 


The Tree ſtarts backwards, and eludes his Hand, 
The Labour too of Siſyphus is vain, = 
Up the ſteep Mount he heaves the Stone with Pain, þ 1 

| Down from the Summit rolls the Stone again. 
The Belides their leaky Veſſels ſtill, | 


Doom'd to this Puniſhment for Blood they ſhed, 
For 3 3 in the bridal Bed. 


Stretch'd 
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Stretch d on the rolling Wheel [ic lies; 
Himſelf he follows, and himſelf he ties. 
[cion, tortur'd, Juno ſternly ey'd, 

Then turn d, and toiling S; i phus efpy'd : 
And wv hy (he faid) fo wretched is the Fate 


of him, whoſe Brother proudly reigns in State? 


Yet ill my Altars unador'd have been 


By Athamut, and his preſumptuous Queen. 


"What" caus'd her Hate, the Goddeſs thus conſeſt, 
What caus'd her Journey now was more than guelt,” 


That Hate, relentleſs, its Revenge did want, 
And that Revenge the F uries ſoon could grant: 


They could the Glory of proud Thebes | efface, 


And hide i in Ruin the Cadmea:: Race, 


For this ſhe largely promiſes, intreats, 


And to Intreaties adds imperial Threats. 


Then fell T5/pbore with Rage was ſtung, 
And from her Mouth th' untwiſted Serpents flung. 


"0 gain this trifling Boon, there is no Need 


(She cry'd) in formal Speeches to proceed. 


Whatever thou command'ſt to do, i is done; 


Believe it Kiniſh'd, tho? not yet begun: 


hut from the ſe melancholy Seats repair 
| To happier M:infions, and to purer Air. 
_ She ſpoke : the Godedſs, darting upwards, flies, 


And joyous re aſcends her native Skies: 


Nor enter'd there, till round her Ii threw 
Ambroſial Sweets, and pour'd celeſtial Dew. 


The faithful Fury, guiltleſs of Delays, 


With cruel Haſte the dire Command obeys. 


Girt 
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irt in a bloody Gown, a Torch ſhe ſhakes, 


And round her Neck twines ſpeckled Wreaths of Snakes. 


Fear, and Diſmay, and agonizing Pain, 
With frantick Rage, compleat het loveleſs Train. 
To Thebes her Flight the ſped, and Hell forſook ; 
At her Approach the Theban Turrets ſhook : 
The Sun ſhrunk back, thick Clouds the Day o *reaſl, 
And ſpringing Greens were wither'd as ſhe paſt. 
Now, diſmal Vellings heard, frange Spectres ſeen, 
5 Confound as much the Monarch as the Queen, 
In vain to quit the Palace they prepar'd, 

Ti/iphone was there, and kept the Ward. 
She wide extended her unfriendly Arms, 
And all the Fury laviſh'd all her Harms. 
Part of her Treſſes loudly hiſs, and Part 


: Spread Poiſon, as their forky Tongues they dart, | 


Then from her middle Locks two Snakes ſhe drew. 
Whoſe Merit from ſuperior Miſchief "an 
Th' envenom'd Ruin, thrown with ſpiteful Care, 
Clung to the Boſoms of the hapleſs Pair. 

The hapleſs Pair ſoon with wild Thoughts were fir a, 
And Madneſs, by a thouſand Ways inſpir'd. 

"Tis true, chẽ unwounded Body ſtill was ſound, 
But *twas the Soul which felt the deadly Wound. 
Nor did th' unſated Monſter here give o'er, 

But dealt of Plagues afreſh, unnumber'd Store. 

Each baneful Juice too well ſhe underſtood, 

Foam, churn'd by Cerberus, and Hydra's Flood. : 

Hot Hemlock, and cold Aconite ſhe choſe, 
Deligheed i in a Variety of Woes. 


Book IV. 


| Whatever | 
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| Whatever can untune th' harmonious Soul, | 
And its mild, reas'ning Faculties controul, 

Give falſe Ideas, raife Defires profane, 

And whirl in Eddies the tumultuous Brain, 


| Mix'd with curs'd Art, the direfully around 


Thro all their Nerves diffus'd the ſad Compound. 

Then tofs'd her Torch in Circles till the ſame, 

Improv'd their Rage, and added Flame to Flame, 

The grinning Fury her own Conqueſt ſpy'd, 

And to her rueful Shades return'd with Pride, } 

And threw th' exhauſted, uſeleſs Snakes aſide. : 
| Now Athama: cries out, his Reaſon fled, 

Here, Fellow-bunters, let the 'Toils be ſpread, 

I ſaw a Lioneſs, in queſt of Food, | 

Wich her two young, run roaring in this Wood. 

Again the fancy'd Savages were ſeen, 

As thro' his Palace till he chac'd his Queen; 1 


Then tore Learchus from her Breaſt : the Child 


3F Stretch d little Arms, and on its Father ſmil'd: . 
A Father now no more, who now begun 3 

Around his Head to wbiil his giddy Son, 

And, quite inſenſible to Nature's Call, 

The helpleſs Infant flung againſt the Wall. 

be ſame mad Poiſon in the Mother wrought, 

Young Melicerta in her Arms ſhe caught, 


Tins” , 


. Andwith diſorder'd Treſſes, howling, flies, 


O! Bacchus, Ebbe, Bacchus ! loud the cries. 
The Name of Bacchus, Juno laugh'd to hear, 


Andfaid, thy Foſter-God has coſt thee dear. 
A Rock there ſtood, whoſe Side the beating Waves 
Had long coaſum'd, and hollow'd into Caves. .. 

1 8 3 5 ert K. 1750 The 
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The Head ſhot forwards in a bending Steep, | 
And caſt a dreadful Covert o'er the Deep. 
The wretched In, on Deſtrution bent, 
Climb'd up the Cliffs ; ſuch Strength her Fury lent; 
Thence with her guiltleſs Boy, who wept in vain, 
At one bold Spring ſhe plung'd into the Main. 
| Her Niece” s Fate touch'd Cytherea's Breaſt, 
And in ſoft Sounds ſhe Neptune thus addreſt, 
Great God of Waters, whoſe extended Sway 
Is next to his, whom Heav'n and Earth obey : 
Let not the Suit of Venus thee diſpleaſe, = 
Pity the Floaters on th“ /onjax Seas. 
Increaſe thy Sabzect- Gods, nor yet 7" RY 55 
To add my Kindred to that glorious Train. | 
Hf from the Sea I may ſuch Honours claim, 
If 'tis Deſert, that from the Sea I came, 
As Grecian Poets artfully have ſung, | 
And in the Name confeſt from whence [ ſprung. whe 
Pleas'd Neptune nodded his Aſſent, and free 
Both ſoon became from frail Mortality. 
He gave them Form, and Majeſty Divine, 

And bade them glide along the foamy Brine. 
| For Melicerta is Palamon known, ” 
And Ins once, Lexcothoe is grown. 


The Transformation of the Tuzz ax Matron. 


„ Theban Matrons their lov'd Queen purſu'd, : 
And tracing to the Rock, her Footſteps view'd. 
Too certain of her Fate, they rend the Skies 


With piteous Shrieks, and lamentable Cries, 1 
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Who, ftill revengeful for one ſtol'n Embrace, 
Thus wreak'd her Hate on the Cadmean Race. 


447 
All beat their Breaſts, and Juns all upbraid, 
Who ſtill remember'd a deluded Maid: 


This Juno heard; and ſhall ſuch Elfs, ſhe ** 
Diſpute my Juſtice, or my Pow'r Gre? 
You too ſhall feel my Wrath not idly! 

A Goddeſs never was for Inſults meant. 

She, who lov'd moſt, and who moſt lov'd had . 
Said, not the Waves ſhall part me from my Queen. 
She ſtrove to plunge into the roaring Flood; 
Fix'd to the Stone, a Stone herſelf ſhe ſtood, 

This, on her Breaſt would fain her Blows repeat, axes 


| Her fliffen'd Hands refus'd her Breaſt to beat. 
I That, ſtretch'd her Arms unto the Seas; in vain 


Her Arms ſhe labour d to unſtretch again, 5 
To tear her comely Locks another try'd, : 
Both comely Locks and Fingers petrify d. 


Part thus; but June with a ſofter Mind 


Part doom'd to mix among the feather d Kind. 


| Transform'd, the Name of Theban Birds they keep, - 


And fim the Surface of that fatal Deep. 


= cou and. bis Quzen transform'd to 


Serpents. 
Mean-time, the wretched Cadmes mourns, nor knows 


That they who mortal fell, immortal roſe. 
With a long Series of new Ills oppreſt, 


He droops, and all the Man forſakes his Breaſt. 
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Strange Prodigies confound his frighted Eyes, 5 

From the fair City, which he rais'd, he flies: 

Asif Misfortune not purſued his Race, TY 
But only hung o'er that devoted Place, 
Reſoly'd by Sea to ſeek ſome diſtant Land, 

; At laſt he ſafely gain'd th* 1/hrian Strand. 

; Chearleſs himſelf, his Conſort ſtill he chears, 

5 Hoary, and loaden'd both with Woes and Years. 

Then to recount paſt Sorrows they begin, 
And trace them to the gloomy Origin. 

# ".- mh Serpent ſure was hallow'd, Cadmus cry'd, 

. | Which once my Spear transfix'd with fooliſh Pride; ; 

-__ When the big. Teeth, a Seed before unknown, 
By me along the wond”ring Glebe were ſown, 
And ſprouting Armies by themſelves o 'erthrown, 4 
If thence the Wrath of Heav'n on me is bent, 

May Heav'n conclude it with one ſad Event; 3 
Jo an extended Serpent change the Man: . 
And while he ſpoke the wiſh'd-for Change began. | 
His Skin with ſea-green Spots was vary'd round, 

And on his Belly prone he preſs'd the Ground. 
He glitter'd ſoon with many a golden Scale, 

And his ſhrunk Legs clos'd in a ſpiral Tail. 

Arms yet od, remaining Arms he ſpread 
To his lov'd Wife, and human Tears yet ſhed. 
Come, my Harmonia, come, thy Face recline 

Dorn to my Face; ſtill touch, what ſtill is mine. 
o! let theſe Hands, while Hands, be gently preſt, 

While yet the Serpent. has not all poſſeſt. by 


More 
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More he had ſpoke, but ſtrove to ſpeak in vain, _.. 
The forky Tongue refus'd to tell his Pain, wr ig J 
And learn'd in Hiſſings only to complain. | 80 
; Then ſhriek'd Harmonia, Stay, my Cadmus, ſtay, 
Glide not in ſuch a monſtrous Shape away ! 
Deſtruction, like impetuous Waves, rolls on. 
Where are thy Feet, thy Legs, thy Shoulders gone? 
Chang'd is thy Viſage, chang'di is all thy F tame; 
Cadmus is only Cadmus now in Name. 
Ye Gods, my Cadmus to himſelf reftore, hi 
Or me like him transform, I aſk no more. 
The Huſband Serpent ſhow'd he till had Thought, | 
With wonted Fondneſs an Embrace he ſought ; 
| Play'd round her Neck in many a harmleſs Twiſt, _ 
| And lick'd that Boſom, which, a Man, he kit. 
The Lookers-on (for Lookers-on there were) 2 
Shock'd at the Sight, half-dy'd away with Fear. . 
The Transformation was again renew d. 
And, like the Huſband, chang'd the Wife they v view „d. 
Both, Serpents now, with Fold involy'd i in Fold, 
To the next Covert amicably- roll'd. 6 
There curl'd they lie, or wave along the Green; 
Fearleſs ſee Men, by Men are fearleſs ſeen, ; 8 | 
Still mild, and conſcious what they once have been. 


11 
11 
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Tat tho! this harſh, inglorious Fate they bound, 
Each in the deathleſs Grandſon liv'd renown d. 
Thro' conquer'd India Bacchus nobly rode, 
And Greece with Temples hail'd the conqu'ring God. 
r Is 
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In Agel only proud Acriſus reign'd, 
Who all the conſecrated Rites profan'd. 


Audacious Wretch! thus Bacchus to deny, 
And the great Thunderer's great Son defy ! 
Nor him alone ; thy Daughter vainly trove, 


Brave Per/eus of Celeſtial Stem to prove, } 


And herſelf pregnant by a golden ove, 
Vet this was true, and Truth in Time prevails, 
Arrius now his VUnbelief bewails, 
His former Thought, an impious Thought he found, | 
And both the Hero, and the God were own'd, n 
He ſaw, already one in Heav'n was plac'd, 
And one with more than mortal Triumphs grac' „ 
The Vidor Perſeus with the Gorgon-head, 
O'er Libyan Sands his airy Journey ſped. 
The gory Drops diſtilbd, as ſwift be flew, 
And from each Drop en venom'd Serpents grew. 
The Miſchiefs brooded on the barren Plains, 
And zin tht unhappy Fruitfulneſs remains. 


A TLAS tronsform'd to a Mountain, 


4 Thence Perſeus, like a Cloud, by Beten was driven, | 
Thro' all the Expanſe beneath the Cope of Heav'n, | 

The jarring Winds unable to controul, 

He ſaw the Southern, and the Northern . : 

And, Eaſtward thrice, and Weſtward thrice was whit!'d, 

And from the Skies ſurvey d the nether World, 


But when grey Ev* ning ſhow'd the Verge of Night, a 


Hoey 's in Darkneſs to purſue his Flight, 


He 
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| He pois'd his Pinions, and forgot to ſoar, 
And finking, clos'd them on th” Heſperian Shore: 
Then begg'd to reſt, till Lucifer begun 
Jo wake the Morn, the Morn to wake the Sun. 
Here A at reign'd, of more than human Size, 
And in his Kingdom the World's Limit lies. 
Here Titan bids his weary'd Courſers ſleep, 
And cools the burning Axle in the Deep. 
The mighty Monarch, uncontroul'd, alone, 
His Sceptre ſways ; no neighb'ring States are known. 
A thouſand Flocks on' ſhady Mountains fed, 
A thouſand Herds o'er graſſy Plains were ſpread. 
Here wond*rous Trees their ſhining Stores unfold, 
Their ſhining Stores too wond' rous to be told, j 
Their Leaves, their Branches, and their Apples, Gold. 
Then Perſeus the gigantick Prince addreft, 
. Humbly implor'd a hoſpitable Reſt. 25 
If bold Exploits thy Admiration fire, 
| He ſaid, 1 fancy, mine thou wilt admire, 
Or if the Glory of a Race can move, 
Not mean my Glory, for I ſpring from Joves 
At this Confeſſion Atlas ghaſtly ftar'd, 
Mindful of what an Oracle declar d, 
That the dark Womb of Time conceal'd a Day, 


| Which mould, diſclos'd, the bloomy Gold betray 2 


All ſhould at once be raviſt d from his Eyes, 
And Jove's own Progeny enjoy the Prize. 


For this, the Fruit he loftily immur'd, 


And a fierce Dragon the firait Paſs ſecur'd. 


| For this, all Strangers he forbad to land, 


And drove them from th? inhoſpitable Strand. | RES. 
: K 4 7 2 855 Ts 


152 Ovi p' Metamorphoſes. Book IV, 
To Perſeus then: Fly quickly, fly this Coaſt, 

Nor falſely dare thy Acts and Race to boaſt, 

In vain the Hero for one Night entreats, 
Threat'ning he ſtorms, and next adds Force to Threats, 
By Strength not Perſeus could himfelf defend, 

For who in Strength with Ala, could contend ? 

But fince ſhort Reft to me thou wilt not give, 

A Gift of endleſs Reft from me receive. 

He ſaid, and backward turn'd, no more . 
The Preſent, and Medu/a's Head reveal d. 

Soon the high Atlas a high Mountain flood, 

His Locks and Beard became a leafy Wood. 

His Hands and Shoulders into Ridges went, 

The Summit- head ſtill crown'd the ſteep Aſcent. 
His Bones a ſolid, rocky Hardneſs gain'd : tray: 
He, thus immenſely grown, (as Fate ordain'd) | 

The Stars, the Hear'ns, and all the Gods ſuſtain'd, * 


Awv3 RO M E DA reſe ued from the Sea-Manſter. 


| Now Fol had with firong Chains confin'd, 
And deep impriſon'd ev'ry bluſt'ring Wind, 
The rifing Pheſpher with a purple Light 
Did ſluggiſh Mortals to new Toils invite. 
His Feet again the valiant Perſeus plumes, 
And his keen Sabre in his Hand reſumes; 
Then nobly ſpurns the Ground, and upwards ſprings, 
And cuts the liquid Air with ſounding Wings, 


Der various Seas, and various Lands he paſt, 


'i Atbiapa's Shore appear d at laſt. Aꝛrdro- 


q 
. 


But by Degrees in Innocence grown bc 
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Andromeda was there, doom'd to attone oY 
By her own. Ruin Follies not her own: 11 
And if Injuſtice in a God can be, \ 
Such was the Lybian God's unjuſt Decree. Eu 
Chain'd to a Rock ſhe ſtood; young Per/ens flay'd 

His rapid Flight, to view the beauteous Maid. 


So ſweet her Frame, ſo exquiſitely fine, 


She ſeem'd a Statue by a Hand: Divine, 


Had not the Wind her waving Treſſes ſhow'd, 


And down her Cheeks the melting Sorrows flow'd. 
Her faultleſs Form the Hero's Boſom res; 
The more he looks, the more he ſtill admires. 


Tb' Admirer almoſt had forgot to fl, 


And ſwift deſcended, flutt'ring ſrom on high, 


0! Virgin, worthy no ſuch Chains to prove, ' Fa 
But pleafing Chains in the ſoft Folds of Love; 
Thy Country, and thy Name (he ſajd) . . 
And give a true Rehearſal of thy Woes. 'V 


A quick Reply her Baſhfulneſs refus d, 


To the free Converſe of a Man.unag'd, -. 
Her rifing Bluſhes had Concealment found 
From her ſpread Hands, but that her Hande 


She acted to her full Extent of Pow'r, ere bound, | 


And bath'd her Face with a freſh, filen 18h. ow” 
'Snhow”r, 


Her Name, her Country, and her Birt“ 0 tol 45 


And how ſhe ſuffer'd for a Mother's ] Hide, 
Who wi.h the Nereids once in Beaut 


II vr d. Gf 

Part yet untold, the Seas began to yT 1 
And n mountin Billows tumbled | with 

8 to the Sbore. 
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Above the Waves 4 Monſter rais'd his Head, 

His Body o' er the Deep was widely ſpread : 

Onward he flounc'd; alond the Virgin cries; 
Each Parent to her Shrieks in Shrieks replies: | 
But the had deepeſt Cauſe to rend the Skies. 
Weeping, to her they cling ; no Sign appears 
Of Help, they only lend their helpleſs Tears. 
Too long you vent your Sorrows, Perſeus ſaid, 
Short is the Hour, and ſwift the Time of Aid, 

In me the Son of thund'ring Fove behold, 

Got in a kindly Show'r of fruitful Gold. 

| Meduſa's Snaky Head is now my Prey, 
And thro? the Clouds I boldly wing my Way. 

If ſuch Deſert be worthy of Eſteem, 
Add, if your Daughter I from Death redeem, | 
Shall ſhe be mine? Shall it not then be thought, 
A Bride, ſo lovely, was too cheaply bought ? 

For her my Aras I willingly employ, 
If I may Beauties, which I fave, enjoy. 

"The Parents eagerly the Terms embrace; 

For who would flight ſuch Terms in ſuch a Caſe? 

Not her alone they promiſe, but beſide, 

The Dowry of -a Kingdom with the Bride. 


As well-rigg'd Gallies, which Slaves, ſweating, row, ll 


With their;ſharp Beaks the whiten'd Ocean plough ; 
So when the Monſter mov'd, ſtill at his Back 
The furrow'd Waters left a foamy Track. 

Now to the Roek he was advanc'd ſo nigh,. 

| Whirl'd from a Sling a Stone the Space would fly. 
Then bounding, upwards the brave Per/eus ſprung, 
And in mid Air on hov'ring Pinions hung. 
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His Shadow quickly floated on the Main; | | 
The Monſter could not his wild Rage reſtrain, | 
But at the floating Shadow leap'd in vain. 
As when Jove's Bird, a ſpeckled Serpent ſpies, 
Wiek in the Shine of Phebus baſking lies, 

| Unſeen, he ſouſes down, and bears away, 


| Trufs'd from behind, the vainly hifling Prey. 


To writh his Neck the Labour nought avails, 
Too deep th' imperial Talons pierce his Scales. 

Thus the wing'd Hero now deſcends, now ſoars, 

And at his Pleaſure the vaſt Monſter gores. 

Full in his Back, ſwift looping from above, 

The crooked Sabre to its Hilt he drove. 

The Monſter rag d, impatient of the Pain, 

Firſt bounded high, and then ſunk low again. 
Now, like a ſavage Boar, when chaf'd with Wounds, 

And bay'd with op'ning Mouths of hungry Hounds, 


* He on the Foe turns with collected Might, 


Who ſtill eludes him with an airy Flight ; 

And wheeling round, the ſcaly Armour tries 

Of his thick Sides; his thinner Tail now plies : - 
Till from repeated Strokes out guſh'd a Flood, 
And the Waves redden'd with the ſtreaming Blood. 
At laſt the dropping Wings, befoam'd all o 'er, Hd 
With flaggy Heavineſs their Maſter bore: 

A Rock heſpy'd, whoſe humble Head was low, 


Bed Bare at an Ebb, but cover'd at a Flow. 


A ridgy Hold, he, thither flying gain'd, 


And with one Hand his bending Weight ſuſtain? a: 


Wich th' other, vig'rous Blows he dealt around, 
7 And che Home-thruſts th expiring Monſter evan; 
| K wo In 
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In deaf'ning Shouts the glad Applauſes riſe, 

And Peal on Peal runs rattling thro' the Skies. 
The Saviour-Youth the Royal Pair confeſs, l bleſs. 
And with heav'd Hands their Daughter's Bridegroom 
The beauteous Bride moves on, now loos'd from Chains, 
The Cauſe, and ſweet Reward of all the Hero's —_ 

Mean-time, on Shore triumphant Per/exs ſtood, 


And purg'd his Hands, ſmear'd with the Monſter” sBlood: 
Thea in the Windings of a ſandy Bed 


 Compos'd Meduſa's execrable Head. | 
But to prevent the Roughneſs, Leaves he threw, 
And young, green Twigs, which ſoft in Waters grew, 
There ſoft, and full of Sap; but here, when lay d, 
Touch'd by the Head, that Softneſs ſoon decay d. 
The wonted Flexibility quite gone, 

The tender Scyons barden'd into Stone. 
Freſh, juicy Twigs, ſurpriz'd, the Nereid brought, 
' Freſh, juicy Twigs the ſame Contagion caught. 
The Nymphs the petrifying Seeds ſtill keep, 
And propagate the Wonder thro? the Deep. 


| | The pliant Sprays of Coral yet declare 


Their ſtiff ning Nature, when expos'd to Air. 
"Thoſe Sprays which did, like bending Ofiers, move, 
Snatch'd from their Element, obdurate prove, = 
And Shrubs beneath the Waves, grow Stones above-* 
The great Immortals grateful Perſeus prais'd, 
And to three Pow'rs three turfy Altars rais'd, 
| To Hermes this; and that he did aſſiggg L 
To Pallas: the mid Honours, Feve, were. thine. 
He haſtes for Pallas a white Cow to cull, 
A Calffor Hermes, but for Jove a Bull. 


Andromeda, and claim'd the nuptial Rite. 
Andromeda alòne he greatly ſought, 


With rich Oblations fragrant Altars blaze, 


And by his Peers ſurrounded, Cepheus fate, 
A Feaſt was ſerv'd, fit for a King to give, 
And fit for God-like Heroes to receive. 


Mov'd round, and brighten'd, and enlarg'd each Soul. 
Then Perſeus aſk'd, what Cuſtoms there obtain'd, 
And by what Laws the People were reſtrain'd. 
Which told; the Teller a like Freedom takes, 
And to the Warrior his Petition makes, | 
To know, what Arts had won Medu/a's Snakes. 


Shows, how a Vale beneath cold Aula lies, 
Where, with aſpiring Mountains fenc'd around, 
He the two Daughters of old Phorcus found, 
Fate had one common Eye to both aſſign'd, 


Each ſaw by Turns, and each by Turns was blind, 
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Then ſeiz'd the Prize of his victorious Fight, | 


The Dowry Kingdom was not worth his Thought, 
Pleas'd Hymen now his golden Torch difplays ; 


Sweet Wreaths of choiceſt Flow'rs are hung on high, 
And cloudleſs Pleaſure ſmiles in ev'ry Eye. 


The melting Muſick melting Thoughts inſpires, 


And warbling Songſters aid the warbling Lyres. 
The Palace Opens wide in pompous State, 


The Banquet ended, the gay, chearful Bowl 


The Story of Mx Ds a's Head. 
The Hero with his juſt Requeſt complies, 


But 
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But while one ſtrove to lend her Siſter Sight, 
He ftretch'd his Hand, and ſtole their mutual Light, | 
And left both eyeleſs, both involv'd in Night, 
Thro' devious Wilds, and trackleſs Woods he paſt, | 
And at the Gorgoy-Seats arriv'd at laſt : 
But as he journey'd, penſive he ſurvey'd, 
What waſteful: Havock dire Medu/a made, _ 
Here, ſtood ftill breathing Statues, Men before; 
There, rampant Lions ſeem'd in Stone to roar, 
Nor did he, yet affrighted, quit the Field, 
But in the Mirror of his poliſh'd Shield 
Reflected ſaw Meduſa Slumbers take, 
And not one Serpent by good Chance awake. 
Then backward an unerring Blow he ſped, 
And from her Body lopp'd at once her Head. 

The Gore prolifick prov'd ; with fudden Force 
Sprung Pegaſus, and wing' d his airy Courſe, 

The Heav'n- born Warrior faithfully went on, 

And told the num'rous Dangers which he run; 
What ſubject Seas, what Lands he had in view, 
And nigh what Stars th' advent'rous Hero flew. 
At laſt he filent ſate; the liſt'ning Throng 
Sigh' d at the Pauſe of his delightful Tongue. 
Some begg'd to know, why this alone ſhould wear, | 
5 Of all the Siſters, ſuch deſtructive Hair. . 
Great Perſexs then: with me you ſhall prevail, 
Worth the Relation, to relate a Tale. | 
Meduſa « once had Charms; to gain her Lore . 
A rival Crowd of envious Lovers ſtrove. 
They, who have ſeen her, own, they ne'er did trace 
More moving Features in a ſweeter Face, 
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Yet above all, her Length of Hair, they own, 
In golden Ringlets wav'd, and graceful ſhone, 
Her Neptune ſaw, and with ſuch Beauties fir'd, 
Reſolv'd to compaſs what his Soul defir'd, 

In chaſte Minerwa's Fane, he, luſtful, ſtaid, 

And ſeiz d, and rifled the young, bluſhing Maid. 
The baſhful Goddeſs turn'd her Eyes away, 

Nor durſt ſuch bold Impurity ſurvey ; 

But on the raviſh'd Virgin Vengeance takes, 


Her ſhining Hair is chang'd to hiſſing Snakes, 


Theſe in her A gtis Palla, joys to bear, 
The hiſſing Snakes her Foes more ſure enſnare, 
Than they did Lovers once, when ſhining Hair. 


we Endof the Fourth Book. 
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The Story of PzRSEVYS continued. : 
HIL E Perſeus ente d with this 
r 


Court, A 
Within the Palace Walls was heard aloud 

The roaring Noiſe of ſome unruly Crowd; 
Not like the Songs which chearful Friends prepare 10 
For nuptial Days, but Sounds that threaten'd War; 
And all the Pleaſures of this happy Feaſt 
To Tumult turn'd, in wild Diſorder ceas d: 

So, when the Sea is calm, we often find 

A Storm rais'd ſudden by ſome furious Wind. 


His Father Cepbeus, and the kW aing — 
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Chief i in the Riot Phun firft appear'd, 
The raſh Ringleader of this boift'rous Herd, 

And biapdiſbing his btaxen · pointed Lance, 
Bebold, he ſaid, an injur d Man advance, 
| fStung with Reſentment for his raviſh'd Wife, 
Nor ſhall hy Wings, O Perſons, ſave thy Life; 
Nor Fove himſelf; tho' we've been often told 
Who got thee in the Form of tempting Gold. 
His Lance was aim'd, when Cephens ran, and ſaid, 
Hold, Brother, hold; what brutal Rage has made 


Your frantick Mind ſo black a Crime conceive? 


Are theſe the Thanks that you to Peru give? 
This the Reward that to his Worth you pay, 

| Whoſe timely Valour ſav'd Andromeda ? 
Nor was it he, if you would reaſon right, 


| That forc'd her from you, but the jealous Spight 
Of envious Nereids, and Fours high Decree, = 


And that devouring Monſter of the Sea, 

That ready with his Jaws wide-gaping ſtood 
To eat my Child, the faireſt of my Blood. 

You loſt her then, when the ſeem'd paſt Relief, 


And wiſh'd perhaps her Death, to eaſe your Grief | 


With my Afflictions: not content to view 
Andromeda in Chains, unhelp'd by you, 


Her Spouſe, and Uncle; will you grieve that he | 


Expos'd his Life the dying Maid to free ? 
And ſhall you claim his Merit? Had you thought 


Fer Charms ſo great, you ſhould have bravely ſought | 
That Blefling on the Rocks, where fix'd ſhe lay: | 


But now let Perſeus bear his Prize away, 


" By 
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By Service gain'd, by promis'd Faith poſſeſs d; 

To him I owe it, that my Age is bleſs'd 

Still with a Child: nor think that I prefer 


Perſeus to thee, but to the Loſs of her, 


Phineus on him, and Perſeus, rol d about 
His Eyes in filent Rage, and ſeem'd to doubt 
Which to deftroy ; *till, reſolute atlength, 
He threw his Spear with the redoubled Strength 
His Fury gave him, and at Perſeus ſtruck ; 
But miſſing Perſeus, in his Seat it ſtuck, 
Who, ſpringing nimbly up, return'd the Dart, 
And almoſt plung'd it in his Rival's Heart; 
But he for Safety to the Altar ran, 
Unit Protection for ſo vile a Man; 
Yet was the Stroke not vain, as Rhætus found, 
Wo in his Brow receiv'd a mortal Wound; 
Headlong he tumbled, when his Skull was broke, 
From which his Friends the fatal Weapon took, 
While he lay trembling, and his guſhing Blood 
In crimſon Streams around the Table flow'd. 
But this provok'd th* unruly Rabble worſe, 
They flung their Darts, and ſome in loud Diſcourſe 
To Death young Perſeus, and the Monarch doom; ah 


| But Cepheus left before the guilty Room, 
With Grief appealing to the Gods above, 


Who Laws of Hoſpitality approve, . 
Who Faith protect, and ſuccour injur'd Right, 
That he was guiltleſs of this barb'rous Fight. 
Pallas her Brother Perſeus cloſe attends, 

| And with her ample Shield from Harm defends, 


Raiſing 
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Raiſing a ſprightly Courage in his Heart: 
But Indian Athis took the weaker Part, 
Born in the chryſtal Grottoes of the Sea, 
Lymnate's Son, a Fenay Nymph, and the 
Daughter of Ganges ; graceful was bis Mein, 

His Perſon lovely, and his Age Sixteen. 

His Habit made his native Beauty more; 

A purple Mantle fring'd with Gold he wore ; | 
His Neck well-turn'd with golden Chains was grac'd, 
His Hair with Myrrh perfum'd, was nicely dreſt, 
Tho' with juſt Aim he could the Jav'lin throw, 

Yet with more Skill he drew the bending Bow; 
And now was drawing it with artful Hand, 
When Pe-/eus ſnatching up a flaming Brand, 

WhirPd ſudden at his Face the burning Wood, 
Cruſh'd his Eyes in, and quench'd the Fire with Blood; 
| Thro' the ſoft Skin the ſplinter'd Bones appear, 
And ſpoil'd the Face that lately was ſo fair. 

When Lycabas his Abit thus beheld, 

How was his Heart with friendly Horror fill'd ! 

A Youth ſo noble, to his Soul ſo dear, | 


To ſee his ſhapeleſs Look, his dying Groans to hear! 


He ſnatch'd the Bow the Boy was us'd to bend, 
And ery'd, With me, falſe Traitor, dare contend; 
Boaſt not a Conqueſt o'er a Child, but try 


Thy Strength with me, who all thy Pow'rs defy ; ; f | 


Nor think ſo mean an AR a ViRory: 
While yet he ſpoke he flung the whizzing Dart, 


Which pierc'd the plaited Robe, but miſs'd his Heart: I 


Perſeus defy'd, upon him fiercely preſs'd _ 
| Wah Sword unſheath'd, and plang d it in his Breaſt; 


His 


_ r « KaDOTCUASs " oF ) 


| Full in his Ribs Anphimedex he ſmote, 
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His Eyes o'erwhelm'd with Night, he ſtumbling falls, 
And with his lateſt Breath on Abis calls; 

Pleas'd that ſo near the lovely Youth he lies, 

He finks his Head upon his Friend, and dies. 

Next eager Phorbas, old Methion's Son, 

Came ruſhing forward with 4mphimedon ; 

When the ſmooth Pavement, ilipp'ry made with Gore, 
Tripp'd up their Feet, and flung em on the Floor; 
The Sword of Perſius, who by Chance was nigh, 
Prevents their Riſe, and where they fall, they lie: 


And then firuck fiery Phorbar in the Throat. 
 Exythur lifting up his Ax, the Blow 
Was thus prevented by his nimble Foe; 


3 A golden Cup he ſeizes, high emboſt, 


And at h's Head the maſſy Goblet toſt: 5 
It hits, and from his Forehead bruis'd rebounds, 
And Blood and Brains he vomits from his Wounds; 


With his lain Fellows on the Floor he hes, 


And Death for ever ſhuts his ſwimming Eyes. 

Then Pahydæmos fell, a Goddeſs born; 

Phlegias and Efcen with Locks unſhorn 

Next follow'd ; next, the Stroke of Death he gave 

To Chtus, Abanus, and Lycetus brave; 

While o'er unnumber'd Heaps of ghaſtly Dead, 
The Argive Hero's Feet triumphant tread, 

- - But Phineus ſtands aloof, and dreads to feel 

His Rival's Force, and flies his pointed Steel : 

Yet threw a Dart from far; by Chance it ights 

On Idas, Who for ncither Party hghts 3 5 
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But wounded, | ſternly thus to Pbineus ſaid, | 
Since of a Neuter thou a Foe haſt made, 
This I return thee, drawing from his Side 
The Dart; which, as he ſtrove to fling, he e dy? D 
Odites fell by Clymenus's Sword, 
The Cepben Court had not a greater Lord. 
Hyp/eus his Blade does in Protenor ſheath, 
But brave Lyncides ſoon reveng'd his Death. 
Here too was old Emaihion, one that fear d 
The Gods, and in the Cauſe of Heav'n appear'd, 
Who only wiſhing the Succeſs of Right, 
And, by his Age, exempted from the Fight, 
Both Sides alike condemns; This impious War 
_ Ceaſe, ceaſe, he cries ; theſe bloody Broils forbear, 
This ſcarce the Sage with high Concern had ſaid, 
When Cbromis at a Blow ſtruck off his Head, 
Which dropping, on the royal Altar roll'd, 
Still Raring on the Crowd with Aſpe& bold; 
And till it ſeem'd their horrid Strife to blame, 
In Life and Death, his pious Zeal the ſame ; 
While clinging to the Horns, the Trunk expires, 
The ſever'd Head conſumes amidſt the Fires. 
Then Phineus, who from far his Jay'lin threw, 
| Broteas and Ammon, Twins and B: others, ſlew; 
For knotted Gauntlets matchleſs in the Field, 
But Gauntlets muſt to Swords and Jav'lins yield. 
Anpgcus next, with hallow'd Fillets bound, > 
As Ceres Prieſt, and with a Mitre crown'd, 5 | 
His Spear transfix'd, and firuck him to the Ground. 
O Japeaites, with Pain I tell, 12 5 
How you, ſweet 2 in the Riot fell; 


What 


1 Kindly you preſs'd amid the princely Throng, 
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What worſe than brutal Rage his Breaſt could fill, 
Who did thy Blood, O Bard celeſtial ! ſpill? 


To crown the Feaſt, and give the nuptial Song : 
Diſcord abhorr'd the Muſick of thy Lyre, 
Whoſe Notes did gentle Peace ſo well inſpire ; vhs 
Thee, when fierce Perulus far off eſpyd, 
| Defenceleſs with thy Harp, he ſcoffing cry'd, 
\ Go; to the Ghoſts thy ſoothing Leſſons play; 
| We loath thy Lyre, and ſcorn thy peaceful Lay: 
And, as again he fiercely bid him go, 
He pierc'd his Temples with a mortal Blow. 
His Harp he held, tho' ſinking on the Ground, 
| Whoſe Strings in Death his trembling Fingers found * 
dy Chance, and tun'd by Chance a dying Sound. 
With Grief Lycormas ſaw him fall, from far, 
And, wreſting from the Door a maſſy Bar, 
Fioll in his Poll lays on a Load of Knocks, 


Which ſtuns him, and he falls like a devoted Ox, 
Another Bar Pelates would have ſnatch' d, 


Zut Corythus his Motions ſlily watch'd ; 
He darts his Weapon from a private Stand, 
And rivets to the Poſt his veiny Hand: | 
When ftrait a miſſive Spear transfix*d his Side, 
By Abas thrown, and as he hung, he dy'd. 
Welaneus on the Prince's Side was ſlain; 
And Dorijlas, who own'd a fertile Plain, 
Of Naſamenia's Fields the wealthy Lord, 
Whoſe crowded Barns could ſcarce contain their Hoard, 
A whizzing Spear obliquely gave a Blow, 


Stuck in his Groin, and pierc'd the Nerves below ʒ 3 
. L His 
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His Foe beheld his Eyes convulſive roll, 

His ebbing Veins, and his departing Soul; 

Then taunting ſaid, Of all thy ſpacious Plains, 

This Spot thy only Property remains. 

He left him thus; but had no ſooner left, 

Than Per/ens in Revenge his Noftrils cleft ; 

From his Friend's Breaſt the murd' ring Dart he drew, 

And the ſame Weapon at the Murd'rer threw; 

His Head in Halves the darted Jav'lin cut, 

And cn each Side the Brain came iſſuing out. 
Fortune his Friend, his Deaths around he deals, 

And this his Lance, and that his Faulchion feels : 

Now Chytius dies; and by a diffrent Wound, 

The Twin, his Brother Claris, bites the Ground. 

In his rent Jaw the bearded Weapon ſticks, 

And the ſteel'd Dart does Clytius' Thigh transfix, 

With theſe Mendefian Celadon he ſlew ; 

And Afreus next, whoſe Mother was a Jew, 

His Sire uncertain : then by Perſeus fell 

| ZEthion, who could Things to come foretell ; 

But now he knows not whence the Jay'lin flies 

That wounds his Breaſt, nor by whoſe Arm he dies, 
The Squire to Phineus next his Valour try'd, 

l And fierce Aries ſtain d with Paricide. 

As theſe are ſlain, freſh Numbers ſlill appear, 

And wage with Perſeus an unequal War; 

To rob him of his Right, the Maid he won, 

| By Honour, Promiſe, and Deſert his own. 
With him, the Father of the beauteous Bride, 
The Mother, and the frighted Virgin ſide; wa 
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Wich Shrieks, and doleful Cries they rend the Air: 


Their Shrieks confounded with the Din of War, 


With claſhing Arms, and Groanings of the Slain, 
They grieve unpitied, and unheard complain. 
The Floor with ruddy Streams Bellona ſtains, 
And Phineus a new War with double Rage maintains, 
Per/eus begirt, from all around they pour 
Their Lances on him, a tempeſtuous.$how'r, 
Aim'd all at him; a Cloud of Darts and Spears, 
Or blind his Eyes, or whiſtle round his Ears. 
Their Numbers to reſiſt, againſt the Wall 
He guards his Back ſecure, and dares them all, 
Here from the left Mo/peus renews the Fight, 
And bold Z:hemor preſſes on the right: 
As when & hungry Tyger near him hears 
Two lowing Herds, a-while he both forbears; 
Nor can his Hopes of this, or that renounce, 
So ſtrong he luſts to prey on both at once; 
Thus Perſeus now with that, or this is loth 


To war diſtinct, , but fain would fall on both. 
And firſt Chaonian, Moipens felt his Blow, 
And fled, and never after fac'd his Foe ; 


Then fierce Ethemon, as he turn'd his Pack, 


Hurry'd with Fury, aiming at his Neck, 
| His brandiſh'd Sword againſt the Maible ftrack _ 
With all his Might; the brittle Weapon broke, | 
And in his Throat the Point rebounding ſtuck, 
Too ſlight the Wound for Life to iſſue thence, 
And yet too great for Battle, or Defence 


His Arms extended in this piteous State, 


i For Mercy he would ſuc, but ſues too late; 


"4 Pena 
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Since thus unequally you fight, 'tis Time, 


And thro' thi inſenſate Rock would force a Speech. 
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\Perjeus has in his Boſom plung'd the Sword, 

And, ere he ſpeaks, the Wound prevents the Word. 
The Crowds increaſing, and his Friends diſtreſs'd, 

Himſelf by warring Multitudes oppreſs'd; 


* 


He cry'd, to puniſh your preſumptuous Crime; 


Beware, my Friends ; his Friends were ſoon prepar'd, 
Their Sight averting, high the Head he rear'd, 


And Gorgon on his Foes ſeverely ſtar'd. 


Vain Shift! ſays The/celus, with Aſpect bold, 
Thee, and thy Bugbear Monſter, I behold 
Wich Scorn ; he lifts his Arm, but ere he threw 
The Dart, the Hero to a Statue grew. 
In the ſame Poſture ſtill the Marble ſtands, 
And holds the Warrior's Weapons in its Hands. 
Anpbix, whom yet this Wonder can't alarm, 
Heaves at Zyncides Breaſt his impious Arm; 
But, while thus daringly he preſſes on, 
His Weapon and his Arm are turn'd to Stone. 
Next Nileus, he who vainly ſaid he ow'd 


His Origin to Mies prolifick Flood; 


Who on his Shield ſeven ſilver Rivers bore, - 
His Birth to witneſs by the Arms he wore; 
Full of his ſeven-fold Father, thus expreſs'd 

His Boaſt to Perſeus and his Pride confeſs'd : 
See whence we ſprung ; let this thy Comfort be 
In thy ſure Death, that thou didſt die by me. 
While yet he ſpoke, the dying Accents hung 
In Sounds imperfe& on his Marble Tongue 1 


Tho? chang'd to Stone, his Lips he ſeem'd to ſtretch, 


This 


* | 
4 
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This Eryx ſaw, but ſeeing would not own; 
The Miſchief by yourſelves, he cries, 1s done, } 
Tis your cold Courage turns your Hearts to Stone. 
Come, fellow me ; fall on the ſtripling Boy, 
Kill him, and you his magick Arms deſtroy. 
Then ruſhing on, his Arm to ſtiike he rear'd, 
And mirbled oer, his varied Framo appear'ds 
| Thele for affronting Pallas were chaſtis'd, 
And juſtly met the Death they bad deſpis'd. 
But brave Aconteus, Perſeus? Friend, by Chance 
Look'd back, and met the Gorgon's fatal Glance : 
A Statue now become, he ghaſtly ſtares, 
And ſtill the Foe to mortal Combat dares. 
Aftyages the living Likeneſs knew, 


ona the dead Stone with vengeful Fury flew ; 


Zut impotent his Rage, the jarring Blade 
No Print upon the ſolid Marble made: 
Again, as with redoubled Might he ſtruck, 

| Himſelf aſtoniſh'd.in the Quarry ſtuck. 

The vulgar Deaths *twere tedious to rehearſe, 
And Fates below the Dignity of Verſe; 
Their Safety in their Flight two Hundred found, 
Two Hundred, by Medu/a's Head were ſton'd, 
Fierce Phineus now repents the wrongful Fight, 
And views his varied Friends, a dreadful Sight ;: 
He knows their Faces, for their Help he ſues, 
And thinks, not hearing him, that they refuſe : 
By Name he begs their Succour, one by one, 
Then doubts their Life, and feels the friendly Stones. 
Struck with Remorſe, and conſcious of his Pride, us 

Convict of Sin, he turn'd his Eyes afide; | 
es RO © 
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With ſuppliant Mein to Perſeus thus he prays, 
Hence with the Head, as far as Winds and Scas 
Can bear thee ; hence, O quit the Cepher Shore, 
And never curſe us with Veduſa more, 
That horrid Head, which ſtiffens into Stone 
Thoſe impious Men who, daring Death, look off, 
I warr'd not with thee out of Hate or Strife, 
My honeſt Cauſe was to defend my Wife, 
Firſt pledg'd to me; what Crime could I ſuppoſe, 
To arm my Friends, and vindicate my Spouſe? 
But vain, too late I ſee, was our Defign; 
Mine was the Title, but the Merit thine. 
Contending made me guilty, I confeſs ; 

But Penitence ſhould make that Gnilt the leſs : 
*Twas thine to conquer by Mizerva's Pow'r, 
Favour'd of Heav'n, thy Mercy I implore ; | 
For Liſe I ſue ; the reſt to thee I yield ; 
In Pity, from my Sight remove the Shield. 

He ſving ſaid z nor durſt revert his Eyes 
On the grim Head : And Per ſens thus replies 3 
Coward, what is in me to grant, I will, 
Nor Blood, unworthy of my Valour, ſpill : 
Fear not to periſk by my vengeful Sword, 

From that ſecure, *tis all the Fates afford. 
Where I now ſee thee, thou ſhalt ſtill be ſeen, 
A laſting Monument to pleaſe our Queen; 
There ſtill ſhall thy Betroth'd behold her Spouſ*, 
And find his Image in her Father's Houſe. 


This ſaid ; where Phinezs turn'd to ſhun the Shield, = 


a Full in his Face the * Head he held ; 
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As here and there he ſtrove to turn aſide, | 
The Wonder wrought, the Man was petrify'l : 

All Marble was his Frame, his humid Eyes 

Dropp'd Tears, which hung upon the Stone like Ice. 
In ſuppliant Poſture, with uplifted Hands, 


E And fearful Look, the guilty Statue ſt: adds. 


Hence Perſeus to his native City h'es, 
Victorious, ane rewarded with his Prize. 
Conqueſt, o'er Prætus the Uſurper, won, 


| He re-inſtates his Grandfire in the Throne. 


Pretus, his Brother diſpoſſeſs'd by Might, 

His Realm enjoy'd, and fill detain'd his Right: 

But Perſeus pull'd the haughty Tyrant down, 

And to the rightful King reſtor'd the Throne. 

Weak was th' Uſurper, as his Cauſe was wrong; 
Where Gorgen's Head appears, what Arms are long d 


When Perſeus to his Hoſt the Monſler held, 


They ſoon were Statues, and their King expelbd. 
Thence to Seriphus with the Head he fails, 
Whoſe Prince his Story treats as idle Tales: 
Lord of a little Iſle, he ſcorns to ſeem | 
| Toocredulous, but laughs at that, and him. 
vet did he not ſo much ſuſpe& the Truth, 
As out of Pride, or Envy, hate the Youth, 
The Argive Prince, at his Contempt enrag'd,, 
To force his Faith by fatal Proof engag'd. 
Friends, ſhut your Eyes, he cries ; his Shield he takes, g 
And to the King expos' d Meduſa's Snakes. 
The Monarch felt the Pow'r he would not own, 


* Rood convict of Folly in the. Stone. 
: 1 Mixuava's 
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MixzavA's Interview with the Musss, 


_ fir 63 was content to rove 
With Perſeus, Offspring of her Father Jovs : 
Now, hid in Clouds, Seripbus ſhe forſook ; 
And to the Theban Tow'rs her Journey took, 
Cythn2s and Gyares lying to the right, 
She paſs'd unheeded in her eager Flight; 
And chufing firſt on Helican to reſt, 
The Virgin Muſes in theſe Words addrefſs'd : 
Mle, the ſtrange Tidings of a new-found Spring, 
Le learned Siſters, to this Mountain bring. 
If all be true that Fame's wide Rumours tell, 
eas Pegaſus diſcover'd firſt your Well; 
| Whoſe piercing Hoof gave the ſoft Earth a Blow, 
Which broke the Surface where theſe Waters flow. 
1 ſaw that Horſe by Miracle obtain 
Life, ſrom the Blood of dire Meduſa flain ; 
And now, this equal Prodigy to view, 
From diſtant Ifles to fam'd Beotia flew. 
The Maſe Urania faid, Whatever Cauſe 
So great a Goddeſs to this Manfton draws ; 
Our Shades are happy with ſo bright a Gueſt, 
You, Queen, are welcome, and we Muſes bleſt. 
What Fame has publiſh'd of our Spring is true, 
Thanks for our Spring to Pega/us are due. 
Then, with becoming Courteſy, ſhe led 


The curious Stranger to their Fountain's Head; 


Who long ſurvey'd, with Wonder and Delight, 
Their ſacred Water, charming to the Sight; 


Their 
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Their ancient Groves, dark Grottos, ſhady Bow'rs, 
And ſmiling Plains adorn'd with various Flow'rs. 

© happy Muſes! ſhe with Rapture cry'd, 

Who, ſafe from Cares, on this fair Hill reſide ;, 

Bleſt in your Seat, and free yourſelves to pleaſe. 

With Joys of Study, and with glorious Eaſe. 


The Fate of PYRENEVUS.. 


Then one replies: O Goddeſs, fit to guide 
Our humble Works, and in our Choir preſide, 
Who ſure would wiſely to theſe Fields repair, 
To taſte our Pleaſurcs,, and cur Labours ſhare, . 
Were not your Virtue and ſuperior Mind 
Io higher Arts and nobler Deeds inclind; 
*' Juſtly you praiſe our Werks, and pleating Seat, 
| [ Which all might envy in this ſoft Retreat, 
Were we ſecur'd from Dangers, and from Farms ;. 
But Maids are frighted with the leafl”Alirms, _ 
And none are ſafe in this lieentious Time; 
Still fizrce Pyreners, and his daring Crime, 
With laſting Horror ſtrikes wy feeble Sight, 
Nor is my Mind recover'd from the Fright. 
With Thracian Arms this bold Uſarper gain'd+ 
Dauli;, and Phccis,. where he proudly reign'd : 
-_- It happen'd ance, as thro? his Lands we went, 
Por the bright Temple of Parnaſſis bent, 
He met us there, and in his artful. Mind 
Hiding the faithleſs Action he defign'd, 
Conferr'd on vs (whom, Oli! too well he knew) 
l Honouts that to Goddeſſe; are due, 


* 5. Stopp, E 
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Stop, ſtop, ye Moſes, tis your Friend who calls, 
The Tyrant ſaid; behold the Rain that falls 
On ev'ry Side, and that ill-boding Sky, 


Whoſe low'ring Face portends more Storms are nigh, 


Pray make my Houſe your own, and void-of Fear, 


While this bad Weather laſts, take Shelter here. 
Gods have made meaner Places their Reſort, 
And, for a Cottage, left their ſhining Court. 
Oblig'd to ſtop, by the united Force 

Of pouring Rains, and complaiſant Diſcourſe, 
His courteous Invitation we obey, 
And in his Hall reſolve a-while to ſtay. 

Soon it clear'd up; the Clouds began to fly, 
The driving North refin'd the ſhow'ry Sky; ; 
Then to purſue our Journey we began: 

But the falſe Traitor to his Portal ran, 
Stopt our Eſcape, the Door ſecurely barr'd, 

And to our Honour, Violence prepar'd. 
But we, transform'd to Birds, avoid his 8 Enare, 
On Pinions rifing in the yielding Air. 

But he, by Luſt and Indignation fir'd, 

Up to his higheſt Tow'r with Speed retir'd, 
And cries, In vain you from my Arms withdrew, 
The Way you go your Lover will purſue. _ 
Then, in a flying Poſture wildly plac'd, 
And daring from that Height himſelf to caſt, 


The Wretch fell headlong, and the Ground beflrew'd 
| Wich broken Bones, and Stains of guilty Blood. 


. 
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The Story of the PLERIDES 


The Muſe yet ſpoke ; when they began to hear 
A Noiſe of Wings that flutter'd in the Air; 
And ſtrait a Voice, from one high. ſpreading Bough). 
Seem'd to ſalute the Company below.. 
The Goddeſs wonder'd, and inquir'd from u hence 
That Tongue was heard, that ſpoke ſo. plainly Seuſe: 
(It ſeem'd to her a human Voice to be, 
But prov'd a Bird's; for in a ſhady Tree 
Nine Magpies perch'd lament their alrer'd State, 
And, what they hear, are ſkilful to repeat.) 
The Sitter to the wond'ring Goddeſs ſaid, . 
| Theſe, foil'd by us, by us were thus repaid. 
1 Theſe did Ei pe of Paonia bring | 
| With nine hard Labour-Pangs to Pella's King.. 
The fooliſh Virgins of their Number proud, 


E And puſf*d with Praiſes of the ſenſeleſs Crowd,, | 


Thro' all Achaia, and th' ZZ monian Plains, 
Deſy'd us thus, to match their artleſs Strains; 
No more, ye Theſpian Girls, your Notes repeats. 
Nor with falſe Harmony the vulgar cheat; 
1n Voice or Skill, if you with us will vie, 


Þ 4. many wr, in Voice or Skill will.try, 
| Surrender you to us, if weexcell, 
1 Fam'd Aganippe, and Meduſa's Well: 


be Cbnqueſt yours, your Prize from us ſhall be 
PHY -Ematbian Flaws to mowy Vene; 


1. 6 ä The 
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The Nymphs our Judges. To diſpute the Field, 
We thought a Shame; but greater Shame to yield. 
On Seats of living Stone the Siſters ſit, 

And by the Riveis ſwear to judge aright. 


The Song of the PI ERID ES. 


Then riſes one of the preſumptuous Throng, 
Ste ps rude ly forth, and firſt begins the Song; 
With vain Addreſs deſcribes the Giants Wars, 
And to the Gods their fabled Acts prefers. 
She ſings, from Eari!:'s dark Womb how Typhon roſe, 
And ſtruck with mortal Fear his heav' aly Foes. 
How the Gods fled to Egypr's ſlimy Soil, 
And hid their Heads beneath the Banks of Ni : 
How Typ5:n, from the conquer'd Skies, purſu'd 
Their routed Godheads to the fey? n-mouth'd Flood; 
Forc'd ev'ry God, his Fury to eſcape, 
Some beaſtly Form to take, or earthly Shape. 
7ove (fo ſhe ſung) was chang'd into a Ram, 
From whence the Horns of Libyan Ammon came. | 
| Bacchus a Goat, Apollo was a Crow, 3 
Pfbe a Cat, the Wife of Jove a Cow, | 4 
Whoſe Hue was whiter than the falling Snow, | 
_ - Mercury to a naſty 1his turn'd, | 
The Change obſcene, afraid of e mourn d; 
While Yerus from a Fiſh Protection craves, 
And once more plunges in her native Waves. 
bhe ſung, and to her Harp her Voice apply d, 
Then us _ to match her * de ſy d. I 
But 
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But our poor Song, perhaps, for you to hear, 
Nor Leiſure ſerves, nor is it worth your Ear. 
That cauſeleſs Doubt remove, O Maſe, rehearſe, 
The Goddeſs cry'd, your ever-grateful Verſe. 
Beneath a chequer'd Shade ſhe takes her Scat, 
And bids the Siſter her whole Song repeat. 

The Siſter thus; Calliope we choſe 

For the Performance, The ſweet Virgin roſe, 
With Ivy crown'd, ſhe tunes her golden Strings, 
And to her Harp this Compoſition ſings, 


3 The Song of the MUSES. 


Firſt Ceres taught the lab'ring Hind to plough 
The pregnant Earth, and quick'ning Seed to ſor. 
The firſt for Man did wholeſome Food provide, 
And with juſt Laws the wicked World ſupply'd :- 
All Good from her deriv'd, to her belong 
The grateful Tributes of the Muſe's Song. 
Her more than worthy of our Verſe we deem, 
Oh! were our Verſe more worthy of the Theme. 
. Jove on the Giant Fair Trinacria hurbd. 
And with one Bolt reveng'd his ſtarry World. 
x Beneath her burning Hills Tipheus lies, 
And, ſtruggling always, ſtrives in vain to rife. 
Down does Pelorus his right Hand ſuppreſs 5 
1 Tow'rd Latium, on the left Pachyns weighs. 
1 His Legs are under Lihybæum ſpread, 
. And tna preſſes hard his horrid Head. 
1 On his broad Back he there extended lies, 
ww | And vomits Clouds of Aſhes to the Skies, 


1 
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Ofi lab'ring with his Load, at laſt he tires, 
And ſpews out in Revenge a Flood of Fires. 
Mountains he ſtruggles to o'erwhelm, and Towns ; 
Earth's inmoſt Bowels quake, and Nature groans. 
His Terrors reach the direful King of Hell; 
He fears his Throws will to the Day reveal 
The Realms of Night, and fright his trembling Ghoſts. 
This to prevent, he quits the Sgygian Coaſts, 
In his black Car, by ſooty Horſes drawn, 
Fair Sicily he ſeeks, and dreads the Dawn. 
Around her Plains he caſts his eager Eyes, 
And ev'ry Mountain to the Bottom tries. 
But when, in all the careful Search, he fu. 
No Cauſe of Fear, no ill-ſuſpeed Flaw ; 
Secure from Harm, and wand'ring on at Will, 
Virus beheld him from her flow'ry Hill: 
When ftrait the Dame her little Cupid preſt, 
With ſecret Rapture to her ſnowy Breaſt, 8 | 
And in theſe Words the flutt'ring Boy addreſt. | 
O thou, my Arms, my Glory, and my Pow'r, 
My Son, whom Men, and deathleſs Gods adore; 
Bend thy ſure Bow, whoſe Arrows never miſs'd, 
No longer let Hell's King thy Sway reſiſt ; 
Take him, while ſtraggling from his dark Abodes 
He coaſts the Kingdom of ſuperior Gods. 
If Sov*reign Jove, if Gods who rule the Waves, 
And Neptune, who rules them, have been thy Slav es, 
Shall Hell be free? The Tyrant ſtrike, my Son, 
Enlarge thy Mother's Empire, and thy own. 
Let not our Heav'n be made the Mock of Hell, 
" But Plus to confeſs thy Pow'r compel, 


Our- 
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Our Rule is ſlighted in our native Skies, 
See Pallas, ſee Diana too defies } 
Thy Darts, which Ceres Daughter would deſpiſe, 
1 She too our Empire treats with aukward <corn ; 
| Such Inſolence'no longer's to be borne. 

Revenge our lighted Reign, and with thy Dart 
Transfix the Virgin's to the Uncle's Heart. 
1 She ſaid ; and from his Quiver ftrait he drew 
| A Dart that ſurely would the Bufineſs do, 
1 She guides his Hand, ſhe makes her Touch the Teſt, 
And of a thouſand Arrows choſe the beſt: 
No Feather better pois'd, a ſharper Head 
None had, and ſooner none, and ſurer ſped. 
He bends his Bow, he draws it to his Ear, 
| Thro' Pluto's Heart it drives, and fixes there, 


The Rape of PROSERPINE. 


Near Erna's Walls a ſpacious Lake is ſpread, 
Fam'd for the ſweetly-finging Swans it bred; = 
Pergu/a is its Name: And never more 

Were heard, or fweeter on Cayſter's Shore. 
Woods crown the Lake; and Phebrus ne'er invades: © 

The tufted Fences, or offends the Shades : 
Freſh fragrant Breezes fan the verdant Bow'rs, 
And the moiſt Ground ſmiles with cnamell'd Flow'rs. 
The chearful Birds their airy Carols ling, | 
And the whole Year is one eternal Spring. 

: Here, while young Pre/erpize, among the Maids, 

. Diverts herſelf i in theſe delicious Shades; C 2 

While 
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Wbile like a Child with buſy Speed and Care 
She gathers Lilies here, and Vi'lets there ; 
While firſt to fill her little Lap ſhe ſtrives, 
Hell's grizly Monarch at the Shade arrives; 
Sees her thus ſporting on the flow'ry Green, 
And loves the blooming Maid as ſoon as ſeen. 

His urgent Flame impatient of Delay, 
Swift as his Thought he ſeiz'd the beauteous * 
And bore her in his ſooty Car away. *. 

'Fhe frighted Goddeſs to her Mother cries, 

But all in vain, for now far off ſhe flics;. 

Far ſhe behind her leaves her Virgin Train, 

To them too cries,. and cries to them in vain; 

And, while with Paſſion ſhe repeats her Call, 

The Vi'lets from her Lap, and Lilies fall! 
She miſſes em, poor Heart! and makes new Moan; 
Her Lilies, ah! are loſt, her Vi'lets gore 
O'er Hills, the Raviſher, and Vallies ſpeeds, 

By Name encouraging his foamy Steeds ; 

He rattles-o'er their Necks the ruſty Reins, 

And ruffles with the Stroke their-ſhaggy Manes: 
O'er Lakes he whirls his flying Wheels, and comes 
To the Palici breathing ſulph*rous Fumes. | 
And thence to where the Bacchiads of Renown 
Between unequal Havens built their Town; 85 
Where 4rethu/a, round th' impriſon'd Ser, 
Extends her crooked Courſe to ane; 

The Nymph who gave the neighb' ring Lake a Name, 
Of all Sicilian Nymphs the firſt in Fame, 


She from the Waves adv anc'd her beau eous Head, 


Die Goddeſs knew, and thus to Pluto ſaid; oY 
- N Farchen 
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Farther thou ſhalt not with the Virgin run; * 

Ceres unwilling, canſt thou be her Son? | 

The Maid ſhould be by ſweet Perſuaſion won. 

Force ſuits not with the Softneſs of the Fair; 

For, if great Things with ſmall I may compare, 

Me Anapis once lov'd ; a milder Courſe 

He took, and won me by his Words, not Force. 
Then, ſtretching out her Arms, ſhe ſtopt his Way; 

But he, impatient of the ſhorteſt Stay, 

Throws to his dreadful Steeds the flacken'd Rein, 

And ſtrikes his iron Sceptre thro? the Main; 

The Depths profound thro' yielding Waves he cleaves, 

And to Hell's Centre a free Paſſage leaves; 

Down ſinks his Chariot, and his Realms of Night 

The God ſoon reaches with a rapid Flight. | 


Cry ans diſolves to a Fountain, 


But ill does Cyane the Rape 8 | 

And with the Goddeſs Wronzs laments her own q ? 
For the ſtol'n Maid, and for her injur'd Spring, 
Time to her Trouble no Relief can bring. 

In her ſad Heart a heavy Load ſhe bears, 

Till the dumb Sorrow turns her all to Tears. 

Her mingling Waters with that Fountain paſs, 
Of which ſhe late immortal Goddeſs was; 
Her varied Members to a Fluid melt, 

A pliant Softneſs in her Bones is felt; 

Her wavy Locks firft drop away in Dew, 

And liquid next her ſlender Fingers grew. 5 
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The Body's Change ſoon ſeizes its Extreme, 

Her Legs diffolve, and Feet flow off in Stream, 
Her Arms, her Back, her Shoulders, and her Side, 
Her ſwelling Breaſts in little Currents glide, 

A filver Liquor only now remains 

Within the Channel of her purple Veins ; 
Nothing to fi I Love's Graſp ; her Huſband chaſte 
Bathes in that Boſom he before embrac'd. 


A Boy transform d to an 1 Eft. 


Thus, while thro' all the Earth, and all the Main,, 
Her Daughter mournful Ceres ſougbt in vain; 
Aurora, when with dewy Looks ſhe roſe, 

Nor burniſh'd Ye/þer found her i in Repoſe,. 
At Ztna*s flaming Mouth two pitchy Pines 
Io light her in her Search at length ſhe tines. 

Reſtleſs, with theſe, thro” froſty Night ſhe goes, 
Nor fears the cutting Winds, nor heeds the Snows ;. 
And, when the Morning-Star the Day renews, 
From Eaſt to Weft her abſent Child purſues, 
Thirſty at laſt by long Fatigue ſhe grows, 

But meets no Spring, no Riv'let near her flows. 
Then looking round, a lowly Cottage ſpies, 
Smoaking among the Trees, and thither hies. 
The Goddeſs knocking at the little Door, 

Twas open'd by a Woman old and poor, LD 
Who, when ſhe begg'd for Water, gave her Ale 
Brew'd long, but well preſerv'd from being ſtale. 5 


* 
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The Goddeſs drank; a chuffy Lad was by, 
Who ſaw the Liquor with a grudging Eye, a | 
And grinning, cries, She's greedy more than dry. 

Ceres, offended at his foul Grimace, 
Flung what ſhe had not drank into his Face ; 
The Spriaklings ſpeckle where they hit the Skin, 
And a long Tail does from his Body ſpin; 
His Arms are turn'd to Legs, and leſt his Size 
Should make him miſchievous, and he ſhould riſe 
Againſt Mankind, diminutives his Frame, 
| Leſs than a Lizzard, but in Shape the ſame. 
Amaz d the Dame the wondrous Sight beheld 
And weeps, and fain would touch her quondam Child. 
| Yet her Approach th' affrighted Vermin ſhuns, 
1 And faſt into the greateſt Crevice runs. 
AName they gave him, which the Spots expreſt, 
That roſe like ® Stars, and varied all his Breaſt. | 
; 0 What Lands, what Seas the Goddeſs wander'd o er, | 
Were Jung to tell; for there remain'd no more. 
Searchiag all round, her fruitleſs Toil ſhe mourns, 
And with Regret to Sicily returns. 
At length, where Cyane now flows, ſhe came, 
Who could have told her, were ſhe ſtill the ſame 
As when ſhe ſaw her Daughter ſink to Hell; 
| But what ſhe knows ſhe wants a Tongue to tell. 
1 Yet this plain Signal manifeſtly gave, 
Y The Virgin's Girdle floating on a Wave, 
As late the dropt it from her ſlender Waiſt, 
When with her Uncle thro? the Deep ſhe paſt. 
vx # Stellia „„ 
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Ceres the Token by her Grief confeſt, 
And tore her golden Hair, and beat her Breaſt. 
She knows not on what Land her Curſe ſhould fall, 
But, as ingrate, alike upbraids them all, 
Unworthy of her Gifts; Trinacria moſt, 
Where the laſt Steps ſhe found of what ſhe loſt. 
The Plough for this the vengeful Goddeſs broke, 
And with one Death the Ox, and Owner ſtruck. 
In vain: the fallow Fields the Peaſant tills, 
The Seed, corrupted ere tis ſown, ſhe kills. 
The fruitful Soil, that once ſuch Harveſts bore, 
Now mocks the Farmer's Care, and teems no more. 
And the rich Grain which fills the furrow'd Glade, 
| Rots in the Seed, or ſhrivels in the Blade; 
Or too much Sun burns up, or too much Rain 


Book V; 


Drowyus, or black Blights deſtroy the blaſted Plain; d 


Or greedy Birds the new-ſown Seed devour, 
Or Darnel, Thiſtles, and a Crop impure 
Of knotted Grafs along the Acres . 
And ſpread their thriving Roots thro? all the Land. 

Then from the Waves ſoft Arabuſa rears _ 

Her Head, and back ſhe flings her dropping Hairs. 
O Mother of the Maid, whom thou ſo far 
Haſt ſought, of whom thou canſt no Tidings hear ; * 
O thoy, ſhe cry'd, who art to Life a Friend, 
| Ceaſe here thy Search, and let thy Labour end. 
Thy faithful Sicihy's a guiltleſs Chme, 1 
And ſhould not ſuffer for another's Crime 
She neither knew, nor could prevent the Deed. 
Nor think that for my Country thus I plead ; 
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My Country's Piſa, I'm an Alien here, 
Yet theſe Abodes to Ellis I prefer, | | 
No Clime to me ſo ſweet, no Place ſo dear. 
Theſe Springs I Arerhu/a now poſſeſs, 
And this my Seat, O gracious Goddeſs, bleſs. 
This Iſland why I love, and why I croft 
Such ſpacious Seas to reach Orꝶgia's Coaſt, 
To you I ſhall impart, when, void of Care, 
Your Heart's at Eaſe, and you're more fit to hear ; 
When on your Brow no preſſing Sorrow ſits, 
For gay Content alone ſuch Tales admits, 
When thro? Earth's Caverns I a-while have roll'd 
My Waves, I riſe, and here again behold 
| Thelong-loft Stars; and, as I late did glide 
Near Syx, Proſerpina there I eſpy d. 
; Fear ſtill with Grief might in her Face be Wo 3 
4 She ſtill her Rape laments; yet, made a Queen, 
Beneath thoſe gloomy Shades her Sceptre ſways, 
And ev'n th' infernal King her Will obeys. 
This heard, the Goddeſs like a Statue ſtood, 
Stupid with Grief; and in that muſing Mood 
Continu'd long; new Cares a-while ſuppreſt 
The reigning Pow'rs of her immortal Breaſt. ; 
At laſt to eve, her Daughter's Sire, ſhe flies, 
And with her Chariot cuts the chryſtal Skies; 
| She comes in Clouds, and with diſhevell'd Hair, 
| Standing before his Throne, prefers her Pray'r, 
| EKEing of the Gods, defend my Blood and thine, 
| Anduſeit not the worſe for being mine. 
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If I no more am gracious in thy Sight, 
Be juſt, O Jove, and do thy Daughter Right. 
In vain I ſought her the wide World around, 
And, when I moſt deſpair'd to find her, found. 
But how can [I the fatal Finding boaſt, 

By which I know ſhe is for ever loſt ? 
Without her Father's Aid, what other Pow'r 

Can to my Arms the raviſh'd Maid reſtore ? 
Let him reſtore her, I'Il the Crime forgive; 
My Child, tho' raviſh'd, I'd with Joy receive. 
Pity, your Daughter with a Thief ſhould wed, 
| Tho' mine, you think, deſerves no better Bed. 
Frue thus replies; It equally belongs 
To both, to guard our common Pledge from Wrongs, 
But if to Things we proper Names apply, 0 
This hardly can be call'd an Injury. | 
The Theft is Love; nor need we bluſh to own 

The Thief, if I can judge, to be our Son. 
Had you of his Deſert no other Proof, 

To be Feve's Brother is methinks enough. 

Nor was my Throne by Worth ſuperior got, 
Heav'n fell to me, as Hell to him, by Lot: 
If you are ſtill reſolv'd her Loſs to mourn, 

And nothing elſe will ſerve than her Return; 
Upon theſe Terms ſhe may again be yours, 
(TW irrevocable Terms of Fate, not ours) 

Of Scygian Food if ſhe did never taſte, 
Hell's Bounds may * and only then, be paſt, 


1. 
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The Transformation of ASCALAPAUS into 
an Otol. 


The Goddeſs now, reſolving te ſucceed, A 
Down to the gloomy Shades deſcends with Speed ; } 
But adverſe Fate had otherwiſe decreed, 

For, long before, her giddy thoughtleſs Child. 

Had broke her Faft, and all her Projects a. 

As in the Garden's ſhady Walk ſhe ftray'd, 

A fair Pomegranate charm'd the ſimple Maid, 

Hung in her Way, and tempting her to taſte, 

Shepluck'd the Fruit, and took a ſhort Repaſt. 
Seven Times, a Seed at once, ſhe eat the 1 


1 The Fact Afealaphus had only view'd ; 


Whom Acheron begot in Stygian Shades 
1 On Orphne, fam'd among Avernal Maids ; 

He ſaw what paſt, and by diſcovering all, 
Detain'd the raviſh'd Nymph in cruel Thrall, 
But now a Queen, ſhe with Reſentment heard, 
And chang'd the vile Informer to a Bird. 

In Phlegeton's black Stream her Hand ſhe dips, 
Sprinkles his Head, and wets his babbling Lips. 
1 Soon on his Face, bedropt with Magick Dew, 

A Change appear'd, and gawdy Feathers grew. 
A crooked Beak the Place of Noe ſupplies, 

Rounder his Head, and larger are his Eyes. 

His Arms and Body waſte, but are ſupply'd 


With yellow Pinions flagging on each Side. 


His Nails grow crooked, and are turn'd to Claws, 
And lazily along his heavy Wings he draws, 
4 IIl- 
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IIl-omen'd in his Form, ch' unlucky Fowl, 
Abhorr'd by Men, and call'd a ſcrieching Owl. 


The Daughters of AcneLovs transform'd to 
SIRENS. 


Juſtly this Puniſhment was due to him, 
And leſs had been too little for his Crime: 
But, O ye Nymphs that from the Flood deſcend, 
What Fault of yours the Gods could ſo offend, 
With Wings and Claws your beauteous Forms to ſpoil, 
Yet fave your Maiden Face, and winning Smile? 
Were you not with her in Pergu/a's Bow'rs, 

When Proſerpine went forth to gather Flow'rs ? 
Since Pluto in his Car the Goddeſs caught, 

| Have you not for her in each Climate ſought ? 
And when on Land you long had ſearch'd in vain, 
You wiſh'd for Wings to croſs the pathleſs Main; 
That Earth and Sea might witneſs to your Care: 

The Gods were eaſy, and return'd your Pray'r ; 
With golden Wing o'er foamy Waves you fled, 
And to the Sun your plumy Glories ſpread. 

But, left the ſoft Enchantment of your Songs, 

And the ſweet Muſick of your flatt'ring Tongues 

Should quite be loſt, (as courteous Fates ordain) 

| Your Voice and Virgin Beauty till remain. 

Fove ſome Amends for Ceres loſt to make, 

Vet willing Plato ſhould the Joy partake, 

_ Gives 'em of Proſerpine an equal Share, 

Who, claim'd by both, with both divides the Year. 
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he Tied with the Chaſe, I ſought a cool Ketrents 


| The Chaſe was all my Pleaſure, all my Care. 


| But gladly would to that have quitted Claim : 

| lt lefs my Pride than Indiguation rais'd, 

{ To hear the Beauty I neglected, prais'dj 
|} Such Compliments I loath'd, ſuch Charms as theſe 
| Tfcorn'd, and thought it Infamy to pleaſe. 
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The Goddeſs now in either Empire ſways, 
Six Moons in Hell, and fix with Ceres ſtays: 
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1 Her peeviſh Temper's chang'd ; that ſullen Mind, 


Which made ev'n Hell uneaſy, now is kind; 
Her Voice refines, her Mein more ſweet appears, 
Her Forehead free from Frowns, her wh: from Tears, 


As when, with golden Light, the conqu'ring we 
I Thro' duſky Exhalations clears a Way. 


Ceres her Daughter's Rape no longer mourn'd, 
But back to Are/hbu/a's Spring return'd ; 
And fitting on the Margin, bid her tell 


| From whence ſhe came, and why a facred Well. 


The Story of ARETH U SA. | 


| Still were the purüng Waters, nd the Maid 
| From the ſmooth Surface rais'd her beauteous Head, 


Wipes off the Drops that from her Treſſes ran, 


And thus to tell Alpheus” Loves began. 


In Elis firſt l breath'd the living Air, 
None lov'd like me the Foreſt to explore, 


To pitch the Toils, and drive the briſtled Boar, 
Of fair, tho' maſculine, I had the Name, 


Once, I remember, in the Summer's Heat, 


Var. I. M Aad 
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And, walking on, a filent Current found, 
Which gently glided o'er the grav'ly Ground, 
The chryſtal Water was ſo ſmooth, ſo clear, 

My Eye diſtinguiſh'd ev'ry Pebble there, 

So ſoft its Motion, that I ſcarce perceiv'd 

The running Stream, or what I ſaw believ'd. 
The boary Willow, and the Poplar, made 
Along the ſhelving Bank a grateſul Shade. 

In the cool Rivulet my Feet I dipt, 

Then waded to the Knee, and then J ftript 3 ; 
My Robe I careleſs on an Offer threw, 
That near the Place commodiouſly grew; 

Nor long upon the Border naked ſtood, 

But plung'd with Speed into the ſilver F lood. 

My Arms a thouſand Ways I mov'd, and try'd 
To quicken, if I could, the lazy Tide; 

Where, while I play'd my ſwimming Gambols i 0 er, 
I heard 4 murm' ring Voice, and frighted ſprung to Shore, 
Oh! whither, Arerhuſa, doſt thou fly? 
From the Brook's Bottom did Aiphers cry; 
Again, I heard him, in a hollow Tone, 

Oh! whither, Arethuſa, doſt thou run ? 
Naked I flew, nor could I ſtay to hide 

My Limbs, my Robe was on the other Side; 
Ap bens follow'd faſt, th' inflaming Sight 
Quicken'd his Speed, and made his Labour light; ; 
He ſees me ready for his eager Arms, 

And with a greedy Glance devours my Charms. 
As trembling Doves from preſſing Danger fly, . 
When the fierce Hawk comes ſouling from the Sky ; 1 
And, 


re. 


nd, 


And ſoon had P/aphis and Cyllene in Sight; 


| But here I lagg'd, unable to ſuſtain 


| Gain'd my loſt Ground, and by redoubled Pace, 


* Unweary'd I till now o'er Hills, and Plains, 
I Oer Rocks, and Rivers ran, and felt no Pains; 
Ihe Sun bchind me, and the God I kept, 

1 But, when I faſteſt ſhould have run, I ſtept, 
Before my Feet his Shadow now appear'd ; 
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And, as fierce Hawks the trembling Doves purſue, 
From him I fled, and aſter me he flew. 
Firſt by Orcbomenus I took my Flight, 


Behind me then high Aus I loſt, 

And craggy Erimanthus ſcal'd with Froſt ; 

Elis was next; thus far the Ground I trod 
With nimble Feet, before the diſtanc'd God. 


The Labour longer, and wy Flight maintain; : 


ce ſlrong, more patient of the Toil, 


And fir'd with Hopes of Beauty's ſpeedy Spoil, 


Now left between us but a narrow Space, 


As what I ſaw, or rather what I fear'd. 

Yet there I could not be deceiv'd by Fear, 

Who felt his Breath pant on my braided Hair, [near. } 
And heard his ſounding Tread, and knew him to be 
Tir'd, and N 9 O celeſtial Maid, 

I'm caught, I cry'd, without thy heav' nly Aid. 

Help me, Diana, help a Nymph forlorn, 
Devoted to the Woods, who long has worn } 
Thy Livery, and long thy Quiver born. 


|} The Goddeſs heard; my pious Pray'r prevail'd ; ; * 
= 10 muffling Clouds my Virgin Head was veil'd. 


M 2 The 
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The am'rous God, deluded of his Hopes, | 
Searches the Gloom, and thro! the Dark neſs gropes 3 
Twice, where Diana did her Servant 83 

He came, and twice, O Arethu/a ! cry'd 

How ſhaken was my Soul, how ſunk my Meant! 


The Terror ſciz'd on ev'ry trembling Part, 
Thus when the Wolf about the Mountain prow ls 


For Prey, the Lambkin hears his horrid Howls: 
The tim'rous Hare, the Pack approaching nigh, 
Thus hearkens to the Hounds, and trembles at the Cry; 
Nor dares ſhe tir, for fear her ſcented Breath 
Direct the Dogs, and guide the th:eaten'd Death. 
Alpheus in the Cloud no Traces found 
To mark my Way, yet ſtays to guard the Ground, 
The God ſo near, a chilly Sweat poſſeſt 
My fainting Limbs, at ev'ry Pore expraſt; 
My Strength diſtill'd in Drops, my Hair in Dew, 
My Form was chang'd, and all my Subſtance new. 
Each Motion was a Stream, and my whole Frame 
Turn'd to a Fount, which ſtill preſerves my Name. 
Reſolv'd I ſhould not his Embrace eſcape, 
Again the God reſumes his fluid Shape; 
To mix his Streams with mine he fondly tries, 
But ſtill Diana his Attempt denies. | 
She cleaves the Ground; thro? Caverns dark I run 
A diffrent Current, while ke keeps his own, : 
To dear Ortygia ſhe conduas my Way, 
And here I firſt review the welcome Day. 
Here Arethuſa ſlopt; then Ceres takes 
| Her * Car, and ebe her fiery dnakes; 33 
417. 0 
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With a juſt Rein along Mid- heav'n ſhe flies 

Oer Earth, and Seas, and cuts the yielding Skies. 

She halts at A bens, dropping like a Star, 

4 And to Triptolemus religns her Car. 

Parent of Seed, ſhe gave him fruitful Grain, 

And bade him teach to till and plough the Plain; 

The Seed to ſow, as well in fallow Fields, 

As where the Soil manur'd a richer Harveſt yields. 


1 The Transformation of Lvncus. *© 


The Youth o'er Europe and o'er Afia drives, 
Till at the Court of Hacas he arrives. 
| The Tyrant Sgrbia's barb'rous Empire ſway'd ; 
And, when, he ſaw Triptolemus, he ſaid, 
5 How cam'ſt thou, Stranger, to our Court, and why > 
I Thy Country, and thy Name? The Youth did thus reply, 
1 Triptolemus my Name; my Country's known  —_ 
O'er all the World, Minerva's fav'rite Town, } 
| MArherrs, the firſt of Cities in Renown. 3 
1 By Land I neither walk'd, nor ſail'd by Sea, 
| But hither thro' the Ether made my Way. , 
| By me, the Goddeſs who the Fields befriends, 
Theſe Gifts, the greateſt of all Bleflings, ſends. 
1} TheGraan ſhe gives if in your Soil you fow, , 
1 Thence wholſome Focd in golden Crops ſhall grow. 
1 Soon as the Secret to the King was known, "o 
He grudg'd the Glory of the Service done, | 
And wickedly reſolv'd to make it all his own. 
} To hide his Purpoſe, he invites bis Gueſt, 
tree riend of Ceres, to a roy al Feaſt, 
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And when ſweet Sleep his heavy Eyes had ſeiz'd, 
The Tyrant with his Steel attempts his Breaſt. 
Him ſtrait a Lynx's Shape the Goddeſs gives, 
And home the Youth her ſacred Dragons di ives. 


The PIEAIDE8 transform'd to Magpies. 


The choſen Muſe here ends her ſacred Lazs; 
The Nymphs unanimous decree the Bays, j 
And give the Heliconian Goddeſſes the Praiſe. 
Then, far from vain that we ſhould thus prevail, 
But much provok'd to hear the vanquiſh'd rail, 
Calliope reſumes; Too long we*ve born 
Your daring Taunts, and your aff. onting Scorn z 
Your Challenge juſtly merited a Curſe, 
And this unmanner'd Railing makes it worſe, 
Since you refuſe us calmly to enjoy | 
Our Patience, next our Paſſions we'll employ ; F 
The Dictates of a Mind enrag'd purſue, 
And, what our juſt Reſentment bids us, do. 
© The Railers laugh, our Threats and Wrath deſpiſe, 
And clap their Hands, and make a ſcolding Noiſe : 
But in the Fact they're ſeiz'd ; beneath their Nails 
Feathers they feel, aud on their Faces Scales; 
Their horny Beaks at once each other ſcare, ' = 
Their Arms are plum'd, and on their Backs they bear | 
Py'd Wings, and flutter in the fleeting Air. 
Chatt'ring, the Scandal of the Woods they fly, 
And there continue ſtill their clam'rous Cry: 
oy The ſame their Eloquence, as Maids, or Birds, 
Now only Noiſe, and nothing then but Words, 


The End of the Fiſth Beok. 
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WETAMORPHOSES. 
B 0 O K 8 


"Tranſlated by Air. © R 0 x AL L. 


The 75 angformation of ARACHNE into a Spider. 


ALLAS, enden to the Muſe's Song, 
Approv'd the juſt Reſentment of the 
Wrong: : 
And thus reflects; While amely I Ie com · 
- mend 
Thoſe who their injur'd Deities defend, 
My own Divinity affronted lands, 
And calls aloud for Juſtice at my "IP $45.5” 
Then takes the Hint, aſham'd to lag behind, : 
And on Arachne bends her vengeful Mind; 
One at the Loom ſo exquiſitely ſkill d, 
That to the Goddeſs ſhe refus'd to yield, 
M s 
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ig 98 wit Ker Birth, and ſmall her native Town, 
She from her Art alone obtain'd Renown. 
Lune, her Father, mide it his Employ, 
To give the ſpungy Fleece 4 purpie Dye: 
Of vulgar Strain her Mother, lately dead, 
With her own Rank had been content to wed 3 
Vet ſhe their Daughter, tho? her Time was ſpent 
In a ſmall Hamlet, and of mean Deſcent, 
Thro' the great Towns of Lydia gain'd a Name, 
And fill'd the neighb'ring Countries with her Fame. 
Oft, to admire the Niceneſs of her Skill, 


The Mose would quit their Fountain, Shade, — 1 


Thither, from green Ypmolus, they repair, 

And leave the Vineyards, their peculiar Care; 
- Thither, from fam'd Pactolus golden Stream, 
Drawn by her Art, the curious Naiads came, 
Nor would the Work, when finiſh'd, pleafe ſo much, 
As, while ſhe wrought, to view each graceful Touch; 
Whether the ſhapeleſs Wool in Balls ſhe wound, 
Or with quick Motion turn'd the Spindle round, 
Or with her Pencil drew the neat Deſign, 

Palla: her Miſtreſs ſhone in ev'ry Linz. 

This the proud Maid with ſcornful Air denies, 

And ev'n the Goddeſs at her Work defies ; 

Diſowns her heav'nly Miftreſs ev'ry Hour, 
Nor aſks her Aid, nor deprecates her Pow'r. 
Let us, ſhe cries, but to a Trial come, 

And, if ſhe conquers, let her fix my Doom. 

The Goddeſs then a Beldame's Form put on, 
Nin ſilver Hairs her hoary Temples ſhone ; 
* 


Book VI. OV ID's Metamorphoſes, 203 
| Propp'd by a Staff, ſhe hobbles in her Walk, 
And tott'ring thus begins her old Wive's Talk, 
Young Maid attend, nor ſtubbornly deſpiſe 
The Admonitions of the old, and wiſe ; 
For Age, tho' ſcorn'd, a ripe Experience bears, 
That golden Fruit, unknown to blooming Years z 
Still may remoteſt Fume your Labours crown, 
And Mortals your ſuperior Genius own ; 
But to the Goddeſs yield, and humbly wary 
A Pardon for your bold Preſumption ſeek ; 
The Goddeſs will forgive. At this the Maid, 
With Paſſion fir'd, her gliding Shuttle ſtay'd ; 
And, darting Vengeance with an angry Look, 3 
To Palias in Diſguiſe thus fiercely ſpoke.  _ 
Thou doating Thing, whoſe idle babbling Tongue 
But too well ſhews the Plague of living long; 
Hence, and reprove, with this your ſage Advice, 
Your giddy Daughter, or your aukward Niece | 
Know, I deſpiſe your Counſel, and am full 
A Woman, ever wedded to my Will; 
And, if your ſkilful Goddets better kno3 Ns. 
Let her accept the Trial 1 propoſe. | 
She docs, impatient Pallas ſtrait replies, 
And, cloath'd with heay' ply Light, ſprung | from her 
odd Diſguiſe, 
The Mapbs, and Virgins of the Plain ados 
| The awtul Godde's, and confeſs her Pow? f : 
The Maid alone ſtood unappall'd ; yet ſhow'd 
A tranſient Bluſh, that tor a Moment glow” d, ; 
Thea diſappear'd; as purple Streaks adorn 
The op'ning Beauties of the roſy Morn; 


M6 . 
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"Till Phebu;, rifing prevalently bright, 

Allays the Tincture with his Silver Light, 

Vet ſhe perſiſts, and obſtinately great, 

In hopes of Conqueſt hurries on her Fate. 

The Goddeſs now the Challenge waves no more, 
Nor, kindly good, adviſes as before. 

Strait to their Polts appointed both repair, 
And fix their threaded Looms with equal Care: 
Around the ſolid Beam the Web is ty'd, 
While hollow Canes the parting Warp divide; 

Thro' which with nimble Flight the Shuttles play, 
And for the Woof prepare a ready Way; + 
The Woof and Warp unit e, preſs'd by the toothy Slay, / 

Thus both, their Mantles button'd to their Breaſt, 
Their ſkilful Fingers ply with willing Haſte, | 
And work'd with Pleaſure ; while they chear the Eye 
With glowing Purple of the Tyrian Dye : 
Or, juſtly intermixing Shades with Light, 

Their Colourings inſenſibly unite. 3 
As when a Show'r tranſpierc'd with Sunny "ay e | 

Its mighty Arch along the Heav'n diſplays; ow 
From whence a thouſand diff*rent Colours riſe, —_— 
Whoſe fige Tranſition cheats the cleareſt Eyes; is 
So like the intermivgled Shading ſecms, 

And only differs in the laſt Extremes. 
Then Threads of Gold both artfully diſpoſe, 

And, as each Part in juſt Proportion roſe, | | 1 
Some antique Fable in their Work diſcloſee. 
Palla in Figures wrought the heav'nly Pow'rs, 

And Mars's Hill among th Athenian Tow'rs. 
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On lofty Thrones twice fix Celeſtials fate, 

Jeve in the Midſt, and held their warm Debate; 

The Subje& weighty, and well known to Fame, 

From cubom the City ſhould receive its Name. | 

Each God by proper Features was expreſt, 

Jove with majeſtick Mein excelFd the reſt, 

His three-fork'd Mace the dewy Sea-God ſhook, 

And, looking ſternly, ſmote the ragged Rock ; 

When from the Stone leapt forth a ſprightly ons, 

And Nepture claims the City for the Deed, 

Herſelf ſhe blazons, with a glitt'ring Spear, . 

And creſted Helm that veil'd her braided Hair, 

With Shield, and ſcaly Breaſt- plate, Implements of 07 
War. 1 5 


. Struck with her pointed Launce, the te-ming Earth | 


| Seem'd to produce a new ſurpriſing Birth; 
When, from the Glebe, the Pledge of Cong aeſt ſ prung, 
A Tree pale- green with faireft Olives hung. : 
And then, to let her gidd; Rival learn 

What juſt Rewards ſuch Boldneſs was to earn, 

Four Trials at each Corner had their Part, 

Deſign'd in Miniature, and touch'd with Art. 
 Hemus in one, and Rhodope of Thrace, 
Trans form'd to Mountains, fill'd the foremoſt Place 5 3 
Who claim'd the Titles of the Gods above, 

And vainly us'd the Epithets of Jove. 


Another ſhew'd, where the Pigmean Dame, | 


Profaning Juno's venerable Name, 
Turn'd to an airy Crane, deſcends from far, 


= And with her * Subjeas Wages War. 
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In a third Part, the Rage of Heav'n's great Queen, 
Diſplay'd on proud Antigone, was ſeen ; 

Who with preſumptuous Boldneſs dar'd to vie, 
For Beauty with the Empreſs of the Sky. 

Ah! what avails her ancient princely Race, 

Her Sire a King, and Trgy her native Place: 
Now, to a noiſy Stork transform'd, ſhe flies, 

And with her whiten'd Pinions cleaves the Skies, 

And in the laſt remaining Part was drawn : 
Poor Cinyras that ſeem'd to weep in Stone; 
Claſping the Temple Steps, he ſadly mourn'd 
His lovely Daughters, now to Marble turn'd, 
With her own Tree the finiſh'd Piece is crown'd, 

And Wreaths of peaceful Olive all the Work ſurrouna, 
Atracbue drew the fam'd Iutrigues of Jove, 
Chang'd to a Bull to gratify his Love; 

How thro' the briny Tide all foaming Hoar, 
Lovely Europa on his Back he bore, 

The Sea ſeem'd waving, and the trembling Maid 
Shrunk up her tender Feet, as if afraid 
And, looking back on the forſaken Strand, 

To her Companions wafts ber diſtant Hand. 
Next ſhe defign'd Arias fabled Rape, 
When Fove aſſum'd a ſoaring Eagle's Shape: 

And ſhew'd how Leda lay ſupinely preſs' d, 

W ile the ſoft ſnowy Swan ſate hoy'ring o'er her Breaft, 

How in a Satyr's Form the God beguil'd, | 
When fair Autiope with Twins he fill d. 
Then, like Auplytrion, but a real Jove, 
In fair Alcmena's Arms be cool'd his Love. 
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In fluid Gold to Danae s Heart he came, 
gina felt him in a lambent Flame, 
He took Mnemoſyne in Shepherd's Make, 
And for Deois was a ſpeckled Snake. 
She made thee, Neptune, like a wanton Steer, 
Pacing the Meads for Love of Arne dear ; 
Next like a Stream, thy burning Flame to flake, 
And like a Ram, for fair Biſalli“ Sake. 
Then Ceres in a Steed your Vigour try'd, - 
Nor could the Mare the yellow Goddeſs hide. 
Next, to a Fowl transform'd, you won by Force 
The Snake-hair'd Mother of the winged Horſe; 
And, in a Dolphin's fiſhy Form, ſubdu'd 
 Melantho ſweet beneath the oozy Flood. fy 
All theſe the Maid with lively Features drew, 
And open'd proper Landſcapes to the View. 
There Phebus, roving like a Country Swain, 
Attunes his jolly Pipe along the Plain; 
For lovely Jes Sake in Shepherd's Weeds, 
Ober Paſtures green his bleating Flock he feeds, 
There Bacchus, imag'd like the cluſt'ring Grape, 
Melting bedrops Erigone's fair Lap; . 
And there old Saturn, ſtung with youthful Heat, 
Form' d like a Stallion, ruſhes-to-the Feat. 
| Freſh Flow'rs, which Twiſts of Ivy intertwine, 
: Mingling a running Foliage, cloſe the neat Deſign. 
| This the bright Goddeſs paſſionately mov'd, 
- With Envy ſaw, yet inwardly approved. | 
Ihe Scene of heay'nly Guilt with Haſteſhe tore, 
Nor longer the Affront with Patience borez —__ 
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A boxen Shuttle in her Hand ſhe took, 

And more than once Arachne's Forehead ſtruck. 
Th' unhappy Maid, impatient of the Wrong, 
Down from a Beam her injur'd Perſon hung ; 
When Pallas, pitying her wretched State, 

At once prevented, and pronounc'd her Fate; 
Live; but depend, vile Wretch, the Goddeſs cry'd, 
Doom'd in Suſpence for ever to be ty'd'; 

That all your Race, to utmoſt Date of Time, 

May feel the Vengeance, and deteſt the Crime. 

I Then, going off, ſhe ſprinkled her with Juice, 
Which Leaves of baneful Aconite produce, 
Touch'd with the pois*nous Drug, her flowing Hair 
Fell to the Ground, and left her Temples bare; * 
Her uſual Features vaniſh'd from their Place, 
Her Body leſſen'd all, but [moſt her Face. 

Her flender Fingers, hanging on each Side 
With many Joints, the Uſe of Legs ſupply'd : 

A Spider's Bag the reſt, from which ſhe gives 

: A Thread, and ſtill by conftant Wearing lives, 


The Story of Niozs. 


Swift thro' the Phrygian Towns the Rumour flies, 
: And the ftrange News each female Tongue _—_ 
Mose, who before ſhe married knew 
The famous Nymph, now found the Story true; ; 
Yet, unreclaim'd by poor 4rachne's Fate, 
Vainly above the Gods aſſum'd a State. 
Her Huſband's Fame, their Family's Deſcent, 
Their Pow r, and rich Dominion” s wide Extent, 


M ight 
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Might well bave juſtify'd a decent Pride; | 

But not on theſe alone the Dame rely'd. 

Her lovely Progeny that far excell'd, 

The Mother's Heart with vain Ambition ſwell'd : 

The happieſt Mother not unjuſtly ſtyl'd, | 

Had no coneeited Thoughts her tow'ring Fancy fill'd, 
For once a Propheteſs with Zeal inſpir'd, x 

Their ſlow Neglect to warm Devotion fir'd ; 

Thro' ev'ry Street of Thebes who ran poſſeſs d, 

And thus in Accents wild her Charge expreſt ; 

Haſte, haſte, ye Theban Matrons, and adore, 

With hallow'd Rites, Latona's mighty Pow'r ; 

And, to the heav'nly Twins that from her ſ;ring, 

With Laurel crown'd, your ſmoaking Incenſe bring. 

Strait the great Summons ev'ry Dame e. 


| And due Submiſſion to the Goddeſs paid: 


_ Graceful, with Laurel Chaplets dreſs'd, they came, 8 
And offer'd Incenſe in the facred Flame. 
Mean-while, ſurrounded with a courtly Guard, 
The royal Niobe in State appear d; 
Attir'd in Robes embroider'd o'er with Gold, 
And mad with Rage, yet lovely to behold ; 
Her come ly Treſſes, trembling as ſhe ſtood, | 
Down her fine Neck with eaſy Motion flowd; © 
hben, darting round a proud diſdainful Look, 
In haughty Tone her haſty Paſſion broke, 


' ; And thus began ; What Madneſs this, to court | 


A Goddeſs, founded meerly on Report? 

Dare ye a poor pretended Power invoke, 

While yet no o Altars to my Godhead ſmoke ? 
Mine, 
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Mine, whoſe immediate Lineage ſtands confeſs'd 
From Tantalaxs, the only mortal Gueſt } 
That e' er the Gods admitted to their Feaſt, J 
A Siſter of the Pleiads gave me Birth; 
And Atlas, mightieſt Mountain upon Earth, 
Wo bears the Globe of all the Stars above, 

My Grandfire was, and Atlas ſprung from Jove, 
The Theban Towns my Majeſty adore, 
And neighb'ring Phrygia trembles at my Pow'r : 
Rais'd by my Huſband's Lute, with Turrets crown 'd, 
Our lofty City ſtands fecur'd around, 
Within my Court, where-c'er I turn my . 
Vnbounded Treaſures to my Proſpect riſe: 
With theſe my Face I modeſtly may name, 
As not unworthy of ſo high a Claim; 

* Sev*n are my Daughters, of a Form divine, 

With ſev'n fair Sons, an indeſective Line. 

| Go, Fools! conſider this; and aſk the Cauſe. 
From which my Pride its ſtrong Preſumption draws # 
Conſider this; and then prefer to me 
Cent the Titan's vagrant Progeny; 
To whom, in Travel, the whole ſpacious Earth 
No Room afforded for her ſpurious Birth. 
Not the leaſt Part in Earth, in Heav'n, or Seas, 
Would grant your out-law'd Goddeſs any Eaſe : 
Till pitying her's, from his own wand'ring Caſe, 
Delos, the floating Iſland gave a Place. 
There ſhe a Mother was, of two at moſt; 
Only the ſeventh Part of what I boaſt. 
My Joys all are beyond Suſpicion fix d; 
With no Pollutions of Misfortune mix'd: 
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Safe on the Baſes of my Pow'r I ſtand, 
Above the Reach of Fortunes fickle Hand. 
Leſſen ſhe may my inexhauſted Store, | 
And much deſtroy, yet ſtill muſt leave me more. 
Suppoſe it poſſible that ſome may die 7 
Ot this my num'rous lovely Progen ß; } 
Still with Latena I might ſafely vie. J. 
Who, by her ſcanty Breed, ſcarce fit to name, 
But juſt eſcapes the childleſs Woman's Shame. 
Go then, with Speed your laurelPd Heads 3 
And leave the filly Farce you have begun. 
The tim'rous Throng their ſacred Rites forbore, - 
And from their Heads the verdant Laurel tore; 
Their haughty Queen they with Regret 2 
And ſtill in gentle Murmurs ſoftly pray d. 
High, on the Top of Oahu ſhady Mount, 
With Grief the Goddeſs ſaw the baſe Affront; 
And, the Abuſe revolving in her Breaſt, 
| The Mother her Twin - offspring thus addreft. - | 
Lo I, my Children, who with Comfort knew 


{| Your God-like Birth, and thence my Glory drew; 


And thence have claim'd Precedency of Place EY 
From all but Juno of the heav*nly Race, 5 | 
Muſt now deſpair, and languiſh in Diſgrace. 
| My Godhead queſtion'd, and all Rites divine, 
| Unleſs you ſuccour, baniſh'd from my Shrine. 
Nay more, the Imp of Tantalus has flung 
Reflections with her vile paternal Tongue; ; 
Has dard prefer her mortal Breed to mine, 
And call' dr me childleſs which, jaſt Fate, may ſhe * | 
When 
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When to urge more the Goddefs was prepar'd, 5 


Phebus in haſſe replies, Too much we've heard, | 


And ev'ry Moment's loſt, while Vengeance is deſerr'd · 
Diana ſpolte the ſame. Then both enſhroud 
Their heav'nly Bodies in a ſable Cloud; 
And to the Theban Tow'rs deſcending light, 
Thro' the ſoft yielding Air direct their Flight. 
Without the Wall there lies a champaign Ground 

Wich even Surface, far extending round, 
Beaten and levell'd, while it daily feels 
The trampling Horſe, and Chariot's grinding Wheels, 
Part of proud Njobe's young rival Breed, 
Practiſing there to ride the-manag'd Steed, 

Their Bridles'boſs'd with Gold, were mounted bigh 


On ſtately Futniture of Tyrian Dye. * 


Of theſe, :{/menor, who by Birth had been 

The firſt fair Iſſue of the fruitful Queen, 

Juſt as he drew the Rein to guide his Horſe, 
Around the Compaſs of the circling Courſe, 

| Sigh'd deeply, and the Pangs of Smart expreſs'd, 
While the Shaft ſtuck, engor'd within his Breaſt: 
And, the Reins dropping from his dying Hand, 
He ſunk quite down, and tumbled on the Sand. 
S&pylus next, the rattling Quiver heard, 5 
And wich full Speed for his Eſcape prepar d; 

As when the Pilot from the black*ning Skies 

A gath'ring Storm of wintry Rain deſeries, 

His Sails unfurl'd, and crowded all with Wind, 
He ſtrives to leave the threat*ning Cloud behind: 
So fled the Youth ; but an unerring Dart 
 Ofertook him, quick 3 and ſped with Art; 
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F- Beardleſs, and young, lay gaſping on the Ground. 
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Fix'd in his Neck behind, it trembling ftood, 
 Andathis Throat diſplay'd thePoint beſmear'd withBlood, 
Prone, as his Poſture was, he tumbled o'er, 

And bith'd his Courſer's Mane with ſtreaming Gore. 

Next at young Phed'mus they took their Aim, 

And Tantalus, u ho bore his Grandſire's Name: 

Theſe, when their other Exerciſe was done, 

To try the Wreſiler's oily Sport begun; 

And, ſtraining ev'ry Nerve, thcir Skill expreſs'd 

In cloſeſt Grapple, joining Breaſt to Breaſt: 

When from the bending Bow an Arrow ſent, 

Join'd as they were, thro* both their Bodies went: 

Both groan'd, and writhing both their Limbs with Pain, 
They fell together bleeding on the Plain; 
Then both their languid Eye- balls faintly roll, 

And thus together breathe away their Soul. 

With Grief A/phenor ſaw their doleful Plight, 

And ſmote his Breaſt, and ſicken'd at the Sight; 

Then to their Succour ran with eager Haſte, 

And, fondly griev'd, their tif” ning Limbs embrac'd ; 

| But in the Action falls: A thrilling Dart, | 

By Phæbus guided, pierc'd him to the Heart. 

This, as they drew it forth, his Midriff tore, 
Its barbed Point the fleſky Fragments bore, : 

And let the Soul guſh out in Streams f perple Gore, >" oY 

But Damaſichthon, by a double Wound, 


4 


Fix'di in his ſinewy Ham, the ſteely Point 


1 Stuck thro? his Knee, and pierc'd the nervous Joint: 1 


Aud 
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And, as he ſtoop'd to tug the painful Dart, 

Another ſtuck hun in a vital Part; 

Shot thro' his Wezen,. by the Wing it hung, 

The Liſe- blood forc'd it out, and darting upward ſprung, 
Theenens, the laſt, with Terror ſtands, 

Lifting in Pray'r his unavailing Hands; 

And, ignorant ſrom whom his Griets ariſe, 

Spare me, O all ye heav'nly Pow'rs, he cries: 

Phebus was touch'd too late, the ſounding Bow 

Had ſent the Shaft, and ſlruck the fatal Blow; 

Which yet but gently gor'd his tender Side, 


So by aſlight and eaſy Wound he dy'd. 


Swift to the Mother's Ears the Rumour came, 
And doleful Sighs the heavy News prochim; 
With Anger and Surprize inflam'd by Turns, 

In furious Rage her haughty Stomach burns: 
Firſt ſhe diſputes th' Effects of heav'nly Pow'r, 
Then at their daring Boldneſs wonders more: 

For poor Anpbion, with fore Grief diſtreſt, 


Hoping to ſooth his Cares by endleſs Reſt, j 

Had ſheath'd a Dagger in his wretched Breaſt. J 

And ſhe, who tols'd her high diſdainfal Head, | 
When thro? the Streets in ſolemn Pomp ſhe led } 


The Throng that from Latona's Altar fled, 
Aſſuming State beyoad the proudeſt Queen, 
Was now the miſerableſt Object ſeen. 
Proſtrate among the clay-cold Dead ſhe fell, 
And kiſs'd an nundiſtinguiſh'd laſt Farewel. 
Then her pale Arms advancing. to the Skies, 
Cruel Latona ! triumph now, ſhe cries, 


| 
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My grieving Soul in bitter Anguiſh drench, 
And with my Woes your thirſty Paſſion quench ; 
Feaſt your black Malice at a Price thus dear, 
While the ſore Pangs of ſev'n fuch Deaths I bear. 
Triumph, too cruel Rival, and difplay 
Your conq'ring Standard; for you've won the Day, 
Yet I'll excel; for yet, tho' ſev'n axe ſlain, 
Superior ſtill in Number I remain. 
Scarce had ſhe ſpoke; theBow-ſtring '; twangingSound 
Was heard, and dealt freſh Terrors all around, j 
Which all, but Ne alone, confound. 4 
Stunn'd, and obdurate by her Load of Grief, 
Infenſble ſhe ſi's, nor hopes Relief. 
Before the fun'ral Eiers, all weeping fad, 
Her Daughters ſtood, in Velts of Sable clad, 
When one, ſurpriz'd, and ſtung with ſudden Smart, 
In vain attempts to draw the ſticking Dart: 
But to grim Death her blooming Youth refigns, 
And ver her Brother's Corpſe her dying Head reclines. 
This, to aſſuage her Mother's Anguiſh tries, 
And, ſilenc'd in the pious Action, dies; 
Shot by a ſecret Arrow, wing'd with Death, 
Her fault'ring Lips but only gaſp'd for Breath. 
One, on her dying Siſter, breathes her laſt; 
Vainly in Flight another's Hopes are plac'd: 
This hiding, from her Fate a Shelter ſeeks; 
That trembling ſtands, and fills the Air with Shrieks, | 
And all in vain; for now all fix had foand 
Their Way to Death, each by a diff'rent Wound. 


The 


216 Ovid's Metamorphoſes. Book VI. 


The aſt, with eager Care the Mother veil'd, 
Behind her ſpreading Mantle cloſe conceal'd, 
And with her Body guarded, as a Shield, 
Only for this, this youngeſt, I implore, 
Grant me this one Requeſt, I aſk no more; 
O grant me this! ſhe paſſionately cries : 

But while ſhe ſpeaks, the deftin'd * dies. 


The Transformation of N 1088. 


Widow'd, and Childleſs, lamentable State! 
A doleful Sight, among the Dead ſhe ſate; 
Harden'd with Woes, a Statue of Def pair, 
To ev'ry Breath of Wind unmov'd her Hair; 
Her Cheek ſtill redd'ning, but its Colour dead, 
Faded her Eyes, and ſet within her Head, 
No more her pliant Tongue its Motion keeps, 
But ſtands congeal'd within her frozen Lips. 
| Stagnate, and dull, within her purple Veins, 
Its Current Rtopp'd, the lifeleſs Blood remains. 
Her Feet their uſual Offices refuſe, 


Her Arms and Neck their graceful Geſtures loſe: 


Action and Life from ev'ry Part are gone, 


And ev'n her Entrails turn to ſolid Stone; ; 
Vet {till ſhe weeps, and whirl'd by ftormy Winds, 


Borne thro” the Air, her native Country finds; ; 
There fix'd, ſhe ſtands upon a bleaky Hill, 
85 There yet ber marble Cheeks eternal Tears diſt, 


} 
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The Peaſants of Ly CIA transformed to Frogs. ; 


Then all, reclaim'd by this Example, ſhow'd 

A due Regard for each peculiar God : 

Both Men and Women their Devoirs expreſe'd, 

And great Latina's awful Pow'r confeſs'd, 

Then, tracing Inſtances of older Time, 

| Toſuit the Nature of the preſent Crime, 

Thus one begins his Tale.—Where Zycia yields 

A golden Harveſt from its fertile Fields, 

Some churliſh Peaſants, in the Days of Yore, 

Provo d the Goddeſs to exert her Po-. r. 
The Thing indeed the Meanneſs of the Place 

Has made obſcure, ſurprizing as it was; 

Zut I myſelf once happen'd to behold 

{ This famous Lake of which the Story's told. 

4 My Father then, worn out by Length of Days, 

Nor able to ſuſtain the tedious Ways, 

Me with a Guide had ſent the Plains tb roam, 

And drive his well-fed ſtraggling Heifers home. 

Here, as we ſaunter'd thro? the verdant Meads, -- - 

We ſpy d a Lake o'ergrown with trembling Reeds, | 

Whoſe wavy Tops an op' ning Scene diſcloſe, 

From which an antique ſmoaky Altar roſe, 

I. as my ſuperſtitious Guide had done, 

| Stopp'd ſhort, and bleſs'd myſelf, and _ went we" 
Fett J enquir'd to whom the Altar ſtood, 

I Fauna, the Naidi, or ſome native God i 
No ſylvan Deity, my Friend replies, 
1 Enfhrin'd within this ballow'd Altar lies. 

22, , = N 
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For this, O Youth, to that fam'd Goddeſs flands, 
Whom at th' imperial 7uz-'s rough Commands, 
Of ev'ry Quarter of the Earth bereav'd, 


Delos, the floating Iſle, at length receiv'd. 
Who there, in ſpite of Enemies, brought forth, 


Beneath an Olive's Shade, her great Tw'in-birth. 
Hence too ſhe fled the furious Stepdame's Pow'r, 


And in her Arms a double Godhead bore; 
And now the Borders of fair Lycia gain'd, 


Juſt when the Summer Solſtice parch'd the Land. 


With Thirſt the Goddeſs languiſhing, no more 
Her empty'd-Bfeaſt would yield its milky Stcre ; 


| When, from below, the ſmiling Valley ſhow'd | 


A filver Lake that in its Bottom flow'd : 


A ſort of Clowns were reaping, near the Bank, : 


The bending Ofier, and the Bullruſh drank ; 
The Creſſe, and Water“ lily, fragrant Weed, 
Whoſe juicy Stalk the liquid Fountains feed. 


The Goddeſs came, and kneeling on the Brink, 


Stoop'd at the freſh Repaſt, prepar'd to drink. 
Then thus, being hinder'd by the Rabble Race, 
In Accents mild expoſtulates the Caſe, 
Water I only aſk, and ſure tis hard 
From Nature's common Rights to be debarr'd: 
This, as the genial Sun, and vital Air, 
Should flow alike to ev'ry Creature's Share. 
Vet ſtill I aſk, and as a Favour crave, 

That which, a public Bounty, Nature gave. 
Nor do I ſeek my weary Limbs to drench ; 


| Only, with one cool Draught, my Thirſt Ta quench. 


Now 
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Now from my Throat the uſual Moiſture dries, 
And ev'n my Voice in broken Accents dies: 
One Draught as dear as Life | ſhould eſteem, 
And Water, now I thirſt, would Nectar ſeem 2 
Oh! let my little Babes your Pity move, 
And melt your Hearts to charitable Love; 
They (as by Chance they did) extend to you 
Their little Hands, and my Requeſt purſue. 

Whom would theſe ſoft Perſuaſions not ſubdue, 
Tho? the moſt ruſtick, and unmanner'd Crew ? 
Yet they the Goddeſs's Requeſt refuſe, 


1 And with rude Words reproac':fully abuſe : 


Nay more, with ſpiteful Feet the Villains trod 


Deer the ſoft Bottom of the marſhy Fleold. } a 
1 And blacken'd all the Lake with Clouds of riſing Mud. 


Her Thirſt by Indignation was ſuppreſs'd ; 


Bent on Revenge, the Goddeſs ſtood confeſe'd ; 


Her ſuppliant Hands uplifting to the Skies, 
For a Redreſs, to Heav'n ſhe now applies. 


And, may you live, ſhe paſſionately cry'd, 


Doom'd in that Pool for ever to abide. | 
The Goddeſs has her Wiſh; for now they chuſe 


3 To plunge, and dive among the watry Ooze ; 


Sometimes they ſhew their Head above the Brim, | 


And on the glaſſy Surface ſpread to ſwim ; 


Often upon the Bank their Station take, 


Then ſpring, aud leap into the coolly Lake. 


Still, void of Shame, they lead a clam'rous Life, 


And, croaking, ſtill ſcold on in endleſs Strife; 


Compell'd to live beneath the liquid Stream, | | 
Where Kill they quarrel, and attempt to ſcream. 


Na Now 
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Now, from their bloated Throat, their Voice puts on 

Imperfe&t Murmurs in a hoarfer Tone; 

Their noiſy Jaws, with Bawling now grown wide, 
An ugly Sight! extend on either Side: 

Their motly Back, ſtreak'd with a Lift of Green, 
Join'd to their Head, withont a Neck is ſeen ; 

And, with a Belly broad and white, they look 

Mere Frogs, and till frequent the muddy Brook. 


The Fate of MARnSYAs. 


: Scarce had the Man this famous Story told, 
Of Vengeance on the Lycians ſhown of old, 
Wien ſtrait another pictures to their View 
The Satyr's Fate, whom angry Phebus flew ; 
Who, rais'd with high Conceit, and puff'd with Pride, 
At his own Pipe the ſkilful God defy'd. 
| Why do you tear me from myſelf, he cries? 
Ah, cruel! muſt my Skin be made the Prize? 
This for a filly Pipe? he roaring ſaid, 
Mean-while the Skin from off his Makes was flap d. 
All bare, and raw, one large continu'd Wound. 
With Streams of Blood his Body bath'd the Ground. 
The bluiſh Veins their trembling Pulſe diſclos'd, 
The ſtringy Nerves lay naked, and expos'd ; 
His Guts appear'd, diſtinctly each expreſs'd, 
Wich ev'ry ſhining Fibre of his Breaſt. 
be Faux, and Silvans, with the Nymphs that rove 
: 1 the Saryrs in the ſhady Grove; 
Olympus, known of old, and ev'ry Swain 
That fed, or Flock, or Herd upon the Plain, «© of"; 
. e Bewail'd 
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Bewail'd the Loſs ; and with their Tears that flow'd, 

A kindly Moiſture on the Earth beſtow'd ; 

That ſoon, conjoin'd, and in a Body rang'd, 

Sprung from the Ground, to limpid Water chang'd ; 
Which, down thro” Phrygia's Rocks, a mighty Stream, 
Comes tumbling to the Sea, and Marga is its Name. 


| The Story of PELOPS. 


From theſe Relations ſtrait the People turn 
To preſent Truths, and loſt Anpbian mourn : 
The Mother moſt was blam'd, yet ſome relate 
That Pelops pity'd, and bewail'd her Fate, 
And ſtri pt his Cloaths, and laid his Shoulder bare. 
And made the Iv'ry Miracle appear. 
| This Shoulder, from the firſt, was form'd of Fleſh 8 
As lively as the other, and as freſh; 
| But, when the Youth was by his Father ls. 
The Gods reſtor d his mangled Limbs again; 
Only that Place which joins the Neck and Arm, 
The reſt untouch'd, was found to ſuffer Harm. ;. 
IT be Loſs of which an lv'ry Piece ſuſtain'd, . 
* thus the Youth his n and Laje regain 4. 


Ne Story of TEexEvs, Proens, and | 
 PHILOMELA, 


; B To Thebes the ntiadiicies Princes all repair, 
And with Condolance the Misfortune ſhare. 

Each bord'ring State in ſolemn Form addrefs'd, 

And each betimes a friendly Grief ran. 7 

es 1 Arges 
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Ages, with Sparta's, and Mycene's Towns, 
And Calyden, yet free from fierce Diana's Frowns, 
Corinth for fineſt Braſs well fam'd of old, 
Orthemenos for Men of Courage bold: 
Clionæ lying in the lowly Dale, 
And rich Me/en? with its fertile Vale: 
£ylos, for Neftor's City after fam'd, 
And Træxen, not as yet from Pitibeus nam'd. 
And thoſe fair Cities, which are hemm'd around 
By double Seas within the Hhmian Ground; 
And thoſe which farther from the Sea-coaſt ſtand, 
Lodg'd in the Boſom of the ſpacious Land. 
Who can believe it? Athens was the laſt : 
Tho? for Politeneſs fam'd for Ages paſt. 
For a ſtrait Siege, which then their Walls enclos d, 
Such Acts of kind Humanity oppos d. 
And thick with Ships, from foreign Nations bound, 
Sea - ward their City lay inveſted round. 

Theſe, with auxiliar Forces led from far, 
Tereur of Thrace, brave, and inur'd to War, : 
Had quite defeated, and obtain'd a Name, 
The Warrior's Due, among the Sons of Fame. 
This, with his Wealth, and Pow'r, and ancient Line, 

From Mars deriv'd, Pandion's Thoughts incline } 
His Daughter Procne with the Prince to join. 
Nor Hymen, nor the Graces here prefide, 
Nor Juno to befriend the blooming Bride; 
But Fiepd: with fun' ral Brands the Proceſs led, 
And Furies waited at the Genial Bed: 

And all Night long the ſcrieching Owl aloof, 
With baleful Notes, ſate brooding o'er the Roof. 
pins Wich 
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With ſuch ill Omens was the Match begun, 3 
That made them Parents of a hopeful Son. 
Now Thrace congratulates their ſeeming Joy, 

And they, in thankful Rites, their Minds employ. 
| If the fair Queen's Eſpouſals pleis d before, 
Ius, the new-born Prince, now pleaſes more; 
And each bright Day, the Birth, and bridal Feaſt, 
Were kept with hallow'd Pomp above the reſt. 

So far true Happineſs may lie conceal'd, 
When, by falſe Lights, they fancy tis reveal'd. 

Now, ſince their Nuptials, had the golden Sun 
Five Courſes round his ample Zodiac run; 
When gentle Pracne thus her Lord addreſs'd, 
And ſpoke the ſecret Wiſhes of her Breaſt : 
If I, ſhe ſaid, have ever Favour found, 
Let my Petition with Succeſs be crown'd : 
Let me at Athens my dear Siſter fee, 
Or let her come to Thrace, and viſit me. 
And, leſt my Father ſhould her Abſence mourn, 
Promiſe that ſhe ſhall make a quick Return. 
With Thanks I'd own the Obligation due 
Only, O Tereus, to the Gods, and you. 
Now, ply'd with Oar and Sail, at his Command, 
The nimble Gallies reach'd th' Athenian Land, 85 
And anchor'd in the fam'd Piræan Bay, 
| While Tereus to the Palace takes his Way; 

The King ſalutes, and Ceremonies paſt, 

Begins the fatal Embaſſy at laſt; i 

The Occaſion of his Voyage he declares; | 

And, with his own, his Wife's Requeſt prefers: | 
"MS All 
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Afes Leave that, only for a little Space, 
Their lovely Siſter might embark for Thrace. 
Thus while he ſpoke, appear'd the royal Maid, 
Bright Philome/a, ſplendidly array'd ; 
But moſt attractive in her charming Face, 
And comely Perſon, turn'd with ev'ry Grace : 
Like thoſe fair, Nymphs, that are deſcrib'd to rove 
| Acroſs the Glades, and Op'nings of the Grove; 

Only that theſe are dreſs d for ſylvan Sports, 
And lefs become the Finery of Courts. 

Tergus beheld the Virgin, and admir'd, 
And with the Coals of burning Luſt was fir'd : 
Like crackling Stubble, or the Summer Hay, 
Then forked Ljghtnings o'er the Meadows play. 
Such Charms in any Breaft might kindle Love, 
But him the Heats of inbred Lewdneſs move; 

To which, tho' Thrace is naturally prone, 
vet his is ſtill ſuperior, and his own. 
Strait her Attendants he defigns. to buy, 
And with large Bribes her. Governeſs would try : 
_ Herſelf with.ample Gifts reſolves to bend, 
And his whole Kingdom in th' Attempt expend : | 
Or, ſnatch' d away by Force of Arms, to bear, 
And juſtify the Rape with open War. 
The boundleſs Paſfion. boils within, his Breaſt, 

And his prgeQing Soul admits no Reſt, 

And now, impatient of the leaſt Delay, 
g By pleading Procne's Cauſe he ſpeeds his Way: 
The Eloquence of Love his Tongue inſpires, 
: And, in his Wiſe“s, ** his own. Deſires 1 38 


Hence 
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Hence all his Importunities ariſe, 
And Tears unmanly trickle from his Eyes. 

Ye Gods! what thick involving Darkneſs blinds 
The ſtupid Faculties of mortal Minds! 
Tereus the Credit of Good-nature gains 
From theſe his Crimes ; ſo well the Villain ſeigns. 
And, unſuſpecting of his baſe Deſigns, 
In the Requeſt fair Philome/a.joins ; 


| Her ſaowy Arms her aged Sire embrace, 


And claſp his Neck with an endearing Grace? 


” Only to ſee her Siſter ſhe intreats, 


A ſeeming Bleſſing; which a Curſe compleats, 


1 Terex 1 ſurveys her with a luſcious Eye, 


And in his Mind foreſtalls the bliſsful Joy : 
Her circling Arms a Scene of Luſt inſpire, 
And ev'ry Kiſs foments the raging Fire. 
Fondly he wiſhes for the Father's Place, 
To feel, and to return the warm Embrace; 
Since not the neareſt Ties of filial, Blood; 
Would damp his Flame, and force him to be good; 
At length, for both their ſakes, the Kiogagrees ; 
And Philomela, on her bended Knees, 
Thanks him for what her Fancy calls Succeſs, 
When cruel Fate intends her nothing leſs, 
Now Phæbus, haſt'ning to ambroſial Reft 
His fiery Steeds drove ſloping down the Weſt: 


And, with rich Meats, each chearful Table ſmil'd. 
Plenty and Mirth the royal Banquet cloſe, 
Then all retire to Sleep, and ſweet . 


* 


— 


| The ſculptur'd Gold with ſparkling Wines was fill'd, 
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But the lewd Monarch, tho' withdrawn apart, 
Still feels Love's Poiſon rankling in his Heart: 
Her Face divine is ſtamp'd within his Breaſt, 
Fancy imagines, and improves the reſt ; 
And thus, kept waking by intenſe Defire, 
He nonriſhes his own prevailing Fire. 
Next Day the good old King for Tereus ſends, 
And to his Charge the Virgin recommends; 


His Hand with Tears th' indulgent Father preſs'd, 


Then ſpoke, and thus with Tenderneſs addreſs'd. 
Since the kind Inſtances of pious Love, 

Do all Pretence of Obſtacle remove ; 

Since Precre's, and her own, with your Requeſt, 
O'er-rule the Fears of a paternal Breaſt; 

With you, dear Son, my Daughter I entruſt, 
And by the Gods adjure you to be juſt; 

By Truth, and ev'ry conſanguineal Tie, 
To watch, and guard her with a Father's Eye. 
And, fince the leaſt Delay will tedious prove, 
In keeping from my Sight the Child I love, 
With Speed return her, kindly to afſuage 
The tedious Troubles of my ling'ring Age. 
And you, any Pbilomel, let it ſuffice, 

To know your Siſter's baniſh'd from my Eyes es; ; 


If any Senſe of Duty ſways your Mind, 
Let me from you the ſhorteſt Abſence find. 


He wept; then kiſs'd his Child; and while he ſpeaks, 5 
The Tears fall gently down his aged Cheeks. 


Next, as aPledge of Fealty, he demands, 


— with 1 ſolemn _ conjoins their Hands 


Then 
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Then to his Daughter, and his Grandfon ſends, / © 
And by their Mouth a Blefling recommends 5- © 1 
While, in a Voice with dire Forebodings broke, E 
Sobbing, and faint, the laſt Farewel was ſpoke, / 
Now Phil»mela, ſcarce receiv'd on Board, . 
And in the royal gilded Bark ſecur d — | 
 Beheld the Daſhes of the bending Oar, 5 <4 
The ruffled Sea, and the receding Shore; 
When ftrait (his Joy impatient of Diſguiſe) AT 
We've gain'd our Point, the rough Barbgrian cries; 
Now I poſſeſs the dear, the bliſsful Hour, 
And ev'ry Wiſh ſubjected to my Pow'r. 
1 Tranſports of Luft his vicious Thoughts employ, 
| | And he forbears with Pain th” expected Joy. 
His gloting Eyes inceſſantly ſurvey d 
The Virgin Beauties of the lovely Maid: 
As when the bold rapaciovs Bird of Jr 
With crooked Talons ſtooping from above, 
Has ſnatch'd, and carry'd to his lofty Neſt 
A capuve Hare, with cruel Gripe oppreſt ; 
Secure, with fix'd, and unrelenting Eyes, 7 
He ßits, and views the helpleſs, trembling Prize. 
Their Veſſels now had made th' intended Land, 
And all with Joy deſcend upon the Strands 
When the filſe Tyrant ſeiz'd the princely Maid, 
And to a Lodge in diſtant Woods convey'd ; 
Pale, finking, and diſtreſs'd with jealous owns * 
And aſking for her Siſter all in Tears. 
Y The Letcher, for Enjoyment fully bent, 
No * now conceal'd his =o 3 
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But with rude Haſte the bloomy Girl deflower'd, 

Tender, defenceleſs, and with Eaſe o'erpower'd. 

Her piercing Accents to her Sire complain, 

And to.her abſent Siſter, but in vain : 

In vain ſhe importunes, with doleful Cries, 

Each unattentive Godhead of the Skies. 

She pants and trembles, like the bleating Prey, 

From ſome cloſe-hunted Wolf juſt ſnatch'd away; 

That ſtill, with fearful Horror, looks around, 

And on its Flank regards the bleeding Wound, 
Or, as the tim'rous Dove, the Danger o'er, 

| Beholds her ſhining Plumes beſmear'd with Gore, 

And, tho' deliver'd from the Faulcon's Claw, 

| Yet ſhivers, and retains a ſecret Awe, 

But when her Mind a calm RefleQion ſhar'd, 

And all her ſcatter d Spirits were repair'd : 

Torn and diſorder'd while her Treſſes hung, 

Her livid Hands, like one that mourn'd, ſhe wrung; 

Then thus, with Grief o'erwhelm'd her languid Eyes, 

Savage, inhuman, cruel Wretch ! ſhe cries ; 

Run not a Parent's ſtritt Commands could move, 

Tho' charg'd, and utter'd with the Tears of Love; 

Nor Virgin Innocence, nor all that's due 

To the ſtrong Contract of the nuptial Vow : 

Virtue, by this, in wild Confufion's laid, 

And I compelPd to wrong my Siſter's Bed; 

Whilſt you, regardleſs of your Marriage Oath, 

With Stains of Inceſt have defild us both, 

. Tho! I deſerv'd ſome Puniſhment to find, 

This was, ye Gods! too eruel, and unkind. 
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Yet, Villain, to compleat your horrid Guilt, | 
Stab here, and let my tainted Blood be ſpilt. 

Oh happy ! had it come, before I knew 


'The.curs'd Embrace of vile perfidious ou; 


Then my pale Ghoſt, pure from inceſtuous Love, 
Had wander'd ſpotleſs thro' th* Ehn Grove, 
But, if the Gods above have Pow'r to krow, 
And judge thoſe Actions that are done below; 
Unleſs the dreaded Thunders of the Sky, 

Like me, ſubdu'd, and violated lie ; 

Still my Revenge ſhall take its proper Time, 

And ſuit the Baſeneſs of your helliſh Crime, 
Myſelf, abandon'd, and devoid of Shame, 
Thro' the wide World your Actions will proclaim 5 
Or tho' l' m priſon'd in this lonely Den, 

Obſcur'd, and bury'd from the Sight of Men, 
My mournful Voice the pitying Rocks ſhall move, 
And my Complainings echo thro? the Grove. 

Hear me, O Heav'n ! and if a God be there, 


Let him regard me, and accept my Pray'r. 


Struck with theſe Words, the Tyrant'sguilty Breaſt 
With Fear and Anguiſh was by Turns poſſeſt; 
Now with Remorſe his Conſcience deeply ſtung, 


| He drew the Faulchion that beſide her hung, 
And firſt her tender Arms behind her bound, 


The Princeſs willingly her Throat reclin'd, 
And view'd the Steel with a contented Mind; 
But ſoon her Tongue the girding Pinchers frain, 
With Angel ſoon ſhe feels the piercing Pain ; 


Oh 
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Oh Father ! Father ! ſhe would fain have ſpoke, 
But the ſharp Torture her Intention broke; 
In vain ſhe tries, for now the Blade has cut 
Her Tongue ſheer off, cloſe to the trembling Root. 
The mangled Part ſtill quiver'd on the Ground, 
Murmuring with a faint imperfe& Sound: 
And, as a Serpent writhes his wounded Train, 
Uneaſy, panting, and poſſeſs'd with Pain; 
The Piece, while Life remain'd, ftill trembled faft, 
And to its Miſtreſs pointed to the laſt, 
Yet, after this ſo damn'd and black a Deed, 
Fame (which I ſcarce can credit) has agreed, 
That on her rifled Charms, ſtill void of Shame, 
He frequently indulg'd his luſtful Flame, 958 
At laſt he ventures to his Procne's Sight, 
Loaded with Guilt, and cloy'd with long Delight; 3 
There, with feign'd Grief, and falſe, diſſembled Sight, 
Begins a formal Narrative of Lies; 
| Her Siſter's Death he artfully declares,” 
Then weeps, and raiſes Credit from his Tears, 
Her Veſt, with Flow'rs of Gold embroider'd oer, 
With Grief diſtreſs'd, the mournful Matron tore, | 
And a beſeeming Suit of gloomy Sable wore. 
With Coſt, an honorary Tomb ſhe rais'd, 
And thus th' imaginary Ghoft appeas'd. 
Deluded Queen ! the Fate of her you love, 
Nor Grief, nor Pity, but Revenge ſhould move. 
Thro' the twelve vigns had pais'd the circling Sun, 
And round the Compaſs of the Zodiac run; 
What muſt unhappy Philomela do, 15 
For ever ſubject to her Keeper's View? 


Huge 
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Huge Walls of maſſy Stone the Lodge ſurround, 

From her own Mouth no Way of ſpeaking's found, 
But all our Wants by Wit may be ſupply'd, 

And Art makes up, what Fortune has deny'd: 

With Skill exact a Phrygian Web ſhe ſtrung, 

Fix'd to a Loom that in her Chamber hung, 

Where in wrought Letters, upon White diſplay'd, 
In purple Notes, her wretched Caſe betray'd : 

The Piece, when finiſh'd, ſecretly ſhe gave 


Into the Charge of one poor menial Slave; 


And then, with Geſtures, made him underſtand, 

It muſt be ſafe convey'd to Procne's Hand, 

The Slave, with Speed, the Queen's Apartment fought, 
And render'd up his Charge, * what he 
ah 
But when the Cyphers, dard in N Fold, 

Her Siſter's melancholy Story told, 

(Strange that ſhe could!) with Silence ſhe ſurvey 4 

The tragick Picce, and without weeping read: 

In ſuch tumultuous Haſte her Paſſions ſprung, 

They choak'd her Voice, and quite diſarm'd her Tongue. 
No Room for female Tears; the Furie, riſe, 
Darting vindictive Glances from her Eyes; 
And, ſtung with Rage, ſhe bounds from Place to Place, 
While ſtern Revenge fits low'ring in her Face. 
Now thetriennial Celebration came, | 

| Obſerv'd to Bacchus by each Thracian Dame; 
When, ia the Privacies of Night retir d, 

They act his Rites, with ſacred Rapture fir'd : 
By Night, the tinkling Cymbals ring around, 
While the ſhrill Notes from Rbodepe reſound ; 
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By Night, the Queen, diſguiſed, forſakes the Court, 
To mingle in be Feſtival Reſort. | 
Leaves of the curiing Vine her Temples ſhade, 
And, with a circling Wreath, adorn her Head 
Adown her Back the Stag's rough Spoils appear, 
Light on her Shoulder leans a Cornel Spear. 
Thus, in the Fury of the God conceal'd, 

Procne her own mad headſtrong Paſſion veil'd ; 
Now, with her Gang, to the thick Wood ſhe flies, 
And with religious Yellings fills the Skies ; 
The fatal Lodge, as *twere by chance, ſhe ſeeks, 
And, thro? the bolted Doors, an Entrance breaks 
From thence, her Siſter ſnatching by the Hand, 
_ Maſked like the ranting Bacchanalian Band, 5 
Within the Limits of the Court ſhe drew, 
Shading, with Ivy green, her outward Hue. 

But Philome/a, conſcious of the Place, 

Felt new reviving Pangs of her Diſgrace; 
Aſhiv'ring Cold prevail'd in ev'ry Part, 
And the chill'd Blood ran trembling to her Heart. 

Soon as the Queen a fit Retirement found, 

Stript of the Garlands that her Temples crown'd, 

She ſtrait unveil'd her bluſhing Siſter's Face, 
And fondly claſp*d her. with a cloſe Embrace: 
But, in Confuſion loſt, th' unhappy Maid. 
With Shame dejected, hung ber drooping head, i | 
As guilty of a Crime that ſtain'd ber Siſter's Bed. 
That Speech that ſhould her injur'd Virtue clear, 
And make her ſpotleſs Innocence appear, 
Is now no more; only her Hands, and Eyes 
Appeal, in Signals, to the conſcious Skies, 


2 
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In Precne's Breaſt the riſing Paſſions boil, 

And burſt in Anger at a mad Recoil; 

Her Siſter's ill-tim'd Grief, with Scorn, me blames, 

Then, in theſe furious Words her Rage proclaims. 
Tears, unavailing, but defer our Time, 

The ſtabbing Sword muſt expiate the Crime; 

Or worſe, if wit, on bloody Vengeance bent, 

A Weapon more tormenting can invent. 

O Sitter! Pve prepar'd my ſtubborn Heart, 

To act ſome helliſh, and unheard-of Part; 

Either the Palace to ſurround with Fire, 

And ſee the Villain in the Flames expire; 

Or, with a Knife, dig out his curſed Eyes; 

Or, his falſe. Tongue with racking Engines ſeize 3 

Or, cut away the Part that injur'd you, 

And, thro' a thouſand: Wounds, his guilty Soul * 

Tortures enough my Paſſion has defign'd, 

But the Variety diſtracts my Mind. 

 A-while, thus wav'ring, ſtood the furious Dame, 
When /tys fondling to his Mother came; 

From him the cruel fatal Hint the took, 

She view'd him with a ſtern remorſeleſs Look; 

Ah! but too like thy wicked Sire, ſhe ſaid, 


Forming the direful Purpoſe in her Head. 


At this a ſullen Grief her Voice ſuppreſt, 
While filent Paſſions ſtruggle in her Breaſt, 
Now, at her Lap arrived, the flatt'ring Boy 
| Salutes bis Parent with a ſmiling Joy: 
About her Neck his little Arms arethrown, 
And he accoſts her in a prattling Tone. 
Fr SS Then 
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Then her tempeſtuous Anger was allay'd, 
And in its full Career her Vengeance ſtay'd ; 
While tender Thoughts, in ſpite of Paſſion, riſe, 
And melting Tears diſarm her threat'ning Eyes. 
But when ſhe found the Mother's eaſy Heart, 
Too fondly ſwerving from th' intended Part, 
Her injur'd Siſter's Face again ſhe view'd : 

And, as by Turns ſurveying both ſhe ſtood, 
While this fond Boy (ſhe ſaid) can thus expreſs 
The moving Accents of his fond Addreſs ; 
Why ftands my Siſter of her Tongue bereft, 
Forlorn, and ſad, in ſpeechleſs Silence left? 
O Procne, fee the Fortune of your Houſe ! 
Such is your Fate, when match'd to ſuch a Spouſe ! * 
Conjugal Duty, if obſery'd to him, N 
Would change from Virtue, and become a Crime; 8 
For all Reſpect to Tereus muſt debaſe 

The noble Blood of great Pandion's Race. 

Strait at theſe Words, with big Reſentment fill'd, 


Furious her Look, ſhe flew, and ſeiz'd her Child; 


Like a fell Tigreſs of the ſavage Kind, 
That drags the tender Suckling of the Hind 
Thro' India's gloomy Groves, where Ganges laves 
; The ſhady Scene, and rolls his ſtreamy Waves. 
Now to a cloſe Apartment they were come, 
Far off retir'd within the ſpacious Dome; 
When Procne, on revengeful Miſchief bent, 
Home to his Heart a piercing Poniard ſent, 
In, with rueful Cries, but all too late, 
Holds out his Hands, and deprecates his Fate; 


$till 
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Still at his Mother's Neck he fondly aims, 
And itrives to melt her with endearing Names ; 
Vet (till the cruel Mother perſeveres, 
Nor with Concern his bitter Anguiſh hears. 
This might ſuffice; but P/h:Jomela too | 
Acroſs his Throat a ſhining Cutlaſs drew. 
Then both, with Knives, diſſect each quiv ring Pact, 
And carve the butcher'd Limbs with cruel Art; 
Which, whelm'd in boiling Cauldrons o'er the Fire, 
Or turn'd on Spits, in ſteamy Smoak aſpire : L 
While the long Entries, with their ſlipp'ry Floor, 
Run down in purple Streams of clotted Gore. 
| Afx'd by his Wife to this inhuman Feaſt, 
| Tereus unknowingly is made a Gueſt: 9 
Whilſt ſhe her Plot the better to diſguiſe, 
Stiles it ſome unknown myſtic Sacrifice; 
And ſuch the Nature of the hallow'd Rite, I 
The Wife her Huſband only could invite, (sicht. j . 
The Slaves muſt all withdraw, and be debarr'd che 
Terems, upon a Throne of antique State, 
Loftily rais'd, before the Banquet fate ; 

And, Glutton like, luxuriouſly pleas'd, 
Wich his own Fleſb his hungry Maw appeas'd. 
Nay, ſuch a Blindneſs o'er his Senſes falls, 

That, he for [ys to the Table calls. 
When Procue, now impatient todifcloſe 
1 The Joy that from her full Revenge aroſe, 

} Cries out, in Tranſports of a cruel Wk, 

Within yourſelf your 1%. you may find. 

4 Still, at this puzzling Anſwer, with Surpriſe, 
U Around the Room he ſends his curious Eyes; 
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And, as he ſtill enquir'd, and call'd aloud, 
Fierce Philomela, all beſmear'd with Blood, 
Her Hands with Murder ftain'd, her ſpreading Hair 
Hanging diſhevel'd with a ghaſtly Air, 
Stept forth, and flung full in the Tyrant s Face 
The Head of 1tys, goary as it was: 
Nor ever long'd fo much to uſe her Tongue, 
And with a juſt Reproach to vindicate her Wrong. 

The Thracian Monarch from the Table flings, 

While with his Cries the vaulted Parlour rings 3 ; 
His Imprecations echo down to Hell, 
And rouze the ſnaky-Furies from the 8:ygian Cell. 
One while he labours to diſgorge his Breaſt, 
And free his Stomach. from the eurſed Feaſt ; 

Then, weeping o'er his lamentable Doom, 

He ſtiles himſelf his Son's. ſepulchral Tomb. 

Now, with drawn Sabre, and impetuous Speed, 

In cloſe Purſuit he drives Pandien's Breed; 

Whoſe nimble Feet ſpring with ſo ſwift a Force 

Acroſs the Fields, they ſeem. to wing their Courſe, 
And now, on real Wings themſelves they raiſe, 
And ſteer their airy Flight by diff rent Ways; 
One to the Woodland's ſhady Covert hies, 
Around the ſmoaky Roof the other flies; 
Whoſe Feathers yet the Marks of Murder tain, 
Where ſtampt upon herBreaſt, the crimſon Spots remain. 
Tereus, through Grief, and Haſte to be reveng d, 
Shares the like Fate, and to a Bird is chang d: 
Fix'd on his Head, the creſted Plumes appear, 
Long is his Beak, and ſharpen'd like a Spear; 


RI — — 4) 4 


* 


Book VI. Ovrp's Metamorphoſes. 237 


Thus arm'd, his Looks his inward Mind diſplay, 

| And, to Lapwing turn'd, he fans his Way. 

# Exceeding Trouble, for his Children's Fate, 

| Shorten'd Pandion's Days, and chang'd his Date; 
Down to the Shades below, with Sorrow ſpent, 

An early, unexpected Ghoſt he went. 


BoREAS in Love. 


Erecbibens next th' Athenian Sceptre ſway*'d, 
| Whoſe Rule the State with joint Conſent obey'd ; 
| So mix'd his Juſtice with his Valour flow'd, 
' His Reign one Scene of Princely Goodneſs ſhew'd. 
Four hopeful Youths, as many Females bright, 
Sprung from his Loins, and ſooth'd him with Delight. 
Iyxo of theſe Siſters, of a lovelier Air, 
Excell'd the reſt, tho? all the reſt were fair, 
Procris, to Cepþhalus in Wedlock ty'd, 1 
Bleſs'd the young Sylvan with a Were Bride: 
For Orithyia Boreas ſuffer'd Pain, 
For the coy Maid ſu'd long, but ſu'd in vain. 

Tereus his Neighbour, and his Thracian Blood, 
Agaiaſt the Match a main Objection flood; 
Which made his Vows, and all his ſuppliant Love, 
Empty as Air and ineffectual prove. 

- But when he found his ſoothing Flatt'ries fail, 
Nor ſaw his ſoft Addreſſes could avail; 

; Blufring with Ire, he quickly has Recourſe 

To rougher Arts, and his own native Force. 

Tiis well, he faid; ſuch Uſage is my Due, 

«21 When thus diſguis'd by foreign Ways I ſue ; 
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When my ftern Airs, and Fierceneſs I diſclaim, 
And figh for Love, ridiculouſly tame; 


Wen ſoft Addreſſes fogliſhly I try, 


Nor my own ftronger Remedies apply. 
By Force and Violence l chiefly live, 
By them the low'ring ſtormy Tempeſts drive ; 
In foaming Billows raiſe the hoary Deep, 
Writhe knotted Oaks, and ſandy Deſarts ſweep 
Congeal the falling Flakes of fleecy Snow, 
And bruiſe, with ratling Hail, the Plains below. 
I, and my Brother-Winds, when join'd above, 
Thro' the waſte Campaign of the Skies we rove, 
With ſuch a boiſt'rous full Career engage, 
That Heav'n's whole Concave thunders at our Rage. 
While, ſtruck from nitrous Clouds, fierce Lightnin gs play, 
Dart thro? the Storm, and gild the gloomy Day. 
Or when, in ſubterraneous Caverns pent, 
My Breath, again the hollow Earth, is bent, 
The quaking World above, and Ghoſts below, 


My mighty Pow'r, by dear Experience, know, | 


Tremble with Fear, and dread the fatal Blow. 
This is the only Cure to be apply'd, ms 
Thus to Erechtheas I ſhould be ally'd; 
And thus the ſcornful Virgin ſhould be woo 'd, 
Not by Intreaty, but by Force ſubdu'd. 
Boreat, in Paſſion, ſpoke theſe huffing Things, 
And, as he ſpoke, he ſhook his dreadful — ; 
At which, afar the ſhiv' ring Sea was fann'd, 

And the wide Surface of the diſtant Land: 
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His duſty Mantle o'er the Hills he drew, 

And ſwept the lowly Vallies as he flew : 

Then, with his yellow Wings, embrac'd the Maid, 
And, wrapt in duſky Clouds, far off convey'd. 

The ſparkling Blaze of Love's prevailing Fire 
Shone brighter as he flew, ana flam'd the higher. 
And now the God, poſleſs'd of his Delight, 

To Northern Thrace purſu'd his airy Flight, 

Where the young raviſh'd Nymph became his Bride, 


| And ſoon the luſcious Sweets of Wedlock try'd, 


Two lovely Twins, th' Effect of this Embrace, 


Crown their ſoft Labours, and their Nuptials grace; 
Who, like their Mother, beautiful, and fair, 
| Their Father's Strength, and feather'd Pinions ſhare: 


Yet theſe, at firſt, were wanting, as tis ſaid, - 


And after, as they grew, their Shoulders ſpread. 


Zithes and Calais, the pretty Twins, 
Remain'd unfledg'd, while ſmooth theirbeardleſs Ching = 
But when, in Time, the budding ſilver Down 
Shaded their Face, and on their Cheeks was grown, 
Two ſprouting Wings upon their Shoulders ſprung, 
Like thoſe in Birds, that veil the callow Young, | 


Then as their Age advanc'd, and they began 


From greener Youth to ripen into Man, 

With Ja/en's Argonauts they croſs'd the Seas, 
Embark'd in queſt of the fam'd Golden Fleece; 
There, with the reſt, the fic{ frail Veſſel try'd, 


And boldly ventur'd on the ſwelling Tide. 


The End of the Sixth Book. 


